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GABRIEL CONROY 



BOOK I 

ON THE THRESHOLD 
CHAPTER I 

WITHOUT 

Snow. Everywhere. As far as the eye could reach 
— fifty miles, looking southward from the highest white 
peak, — filling ravines and gulches, and dropping from the 
walls of ^.canons in white shroud-like drifts; fashioning the 
dividing ridge into the likeness of a monstrous grave, hid- 
ing the hases of giant pines, and completely covering young 
trees and larches; rimming with porcelain the bowl-like 
edges of still, cold lakes, and undulating in motionless 
white billows to the edge of the distant horizon. Snow 
lying everywhere over the California Sierras on the 15th 
day of March, 1848, and still falling. 

It had been snowing for ten days: snowing in finely 
granulated powder, in damp, spongy flakes, in thin, feath- 
ery plumes ; snowing from a leaden sky steadily ; snowing 
fiercely, shaken out of purple-black clouds in white floccu- 
lent masses, or dropping in long level lines, like white 
lances from the tumbled and broken heavens. But always 
silently ! The woods were so choked with it, — the 
branches were so laden with it, — it had so permeated, 
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filled Etnd possessed eartli and sky ; it had so cushioned 
and muffled the riuging rocka and echoing hilla, that all 
sound was deadened. The strongest gust, the fiercest 
blast, awoke no sigh or complaint from the snoW'packed, 
rigid files of forest. There was no cracking of bough nor 
crackle of underbush; the overladen branches of pine and 
fir yielded and gave way without a sound. The silence 
was vast, measuretess, complete ! Nor could it be eaid 
that any outward sign of life or motion changed the fixed 
outlines of this stricken landscape. Above, there was no 
play of light and shadow, only the occasional deepening of 
etorm or night. Below, no bird winged ita flight across 
the white expanse, no beaat haunted the confines of the 
black woods ; whatever of brute nature might have once 
inhabited these solitudes had long since flown to the low- 
lands. 

There was no track or imprint; whatever foot might 
have left its mark upon this waste, each succeeding snow- 
fall obliterated all trace or record. Every morning the 
solitude was virgin and unbroken ; a million tiny feet had 
stepped into the track and filled it up. And yet, in the 
centre of this desolation, in the very stronghold of this 
grim fortress, there was the mark of human toil. A few 
trees bad been felled at the entrance of the canon, and the 
freshly-cut chips were but lightly covered with snow. 
They served, perhaps, to indicate another tree "blazed" 
with an axe, and bearing a rudely shaped wooden efligy of 
a human hand, pointing to the canon. Below the hand 
was a square strip of canvas, securely nailed against the 
bark, and bearing the following inscription: — 



Captain Conbot's party of emigrants are lost ii 
anow, and camped up in this canon. Out of provi 
and starving! 



WITHOUT 

Left St. Jo, October 8th, 1847. 
Left Salt Lake, January 1st, 1848. 
Arrived here, March lat, 1848. 
Lost hall our stock on the FtaUe. 
Abandoned our wagoca, February 20th. 
HELP! 



Our na 
Joel McCobmics, 
Peter Dumphy, 
Paul Devabges, 
Gbace Con EOT, 
Olympia Conroy, 



Jane Beackett, 
Gabkiel Coshoy, 

John Walkeb, 
Henry March, 
Philip Ashley, 



Jane Dumphy. 



(Then in smaller letters, in pencil :) 
Mamie died, November 8th, Sweetwater, 
Minnie died, December lat. Echo Canon. 
Jahe died, January 2d, Salt Lake. 
James Bbackett, lost, February 3d. 
HELP I 



The language of suffering is not apt to be artistic or 
studied, but I think that rhetoric could not improve this 
actual record. So I let it stand, even as it stood this 15tli 
day of March, 1848, half-hidden by a, thin film of damp 
snow, the snow- whitened hand stiffened and pointing 
rigidly to the fateful canon like the finger of Death. 

At noon there waa a lull in the storm, and a slight 
brightening of the sky toward the east. The grim outlines 
of the distant hiila returned, and the starved white flank 
of the mountain began to glisten. Acioaa its gaunt hollow 
some black object was moving, — moving slowly and labori- 
ooBly; moving with such an uncertain mode of progres- 
non, that at first it was difficult to detect whether it was- 



L. 
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brute or buman; aometimes on all fours, soroetimes erect, 
^ain hurrymg forward like a dninken man, but always 
with a certain definiteness of purpose, towards the canon. 
As it approached nearer you aaw that it was a man, — a 
haggard man, ragged and enveloped in a tattered buffalo 
robe, but still a man, and a determined one. A young 
man despite his bent figure and wasted limbs, — a young 
man despite the premature furrows that care and anxiety 
bad sot upon his brow and in the cornera of bia rigid 
mouth, — a young man notwithstanding the expression of 
savage misanthropy with which suffering and famine had 
overlaid the frank impulsiveness of youth. When he 
reached the tree at the entrance of the canon, he brushed 
the filrn of snow from the canvas placard, and then leant 
for a few moments exhauatedly against its trunk. There 
was something in the abandonment of his attitude that 
indicated even more pathetically than his face and figure 
his utter prostration, — a prostration quite inconsistent with 
any visible cause. When he had rested himself, he again 
started forward with a nervous intensity, shambling, shuf- 
fling, falling, stooping to replace the rudely extemporized 
anowshoes of fir bark that frequently slipped from his 
feet, but always starting on again with the feverishness of 
one who doubted even the sustaining power of bia will. 

A mile beyond the tree the caSon narrowed and tamed 
gradually to the south, and at this point a thiit curling 
cloud of smoke was visible that seemed to rise from some 
crevice in the snow. As be came nearer, the impression 
of recent footprints began to show; there was some dis- 
placement of the snow around a low mound from which 
the smoke now plainly issued. Here he stopped, or rather 
lay down, before an opening or cavern in the snow, and 
uttered a feeble shout. It waa responded to still more 
feebly. Presently a face appeared above the opening, and 
a ragged &gaie like his owHj then another, and then an- 
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other, until eight human creatures, men and women, sur- 
rounded him in the snow, squatting like animals, and like 
animals lost to all sense of decency and shame. 

They were so haggard, so faded, so forlorn, so wan, — 
so piteous in their human aspect, or rather all that was 
left of a human aspect, — that they might have heen wept 
over as they sat there; they were so brutal, so imbecile, 
unreasoning, and grotesque in these newer animal attri- 
butes, that they might have provoked a smile. They 
were originally country people, mainly of that social class 
whose self-respect is apt to be dependent rather on their 
circumstances, position, and surroundings, than upon any 
individual moral power or intellectual force. They had 
lost the sense of shame in the sense of equality of suffer- 
ing; there was nothing within them to take the place of 
the material enjoyments they were losing. They were 
childish without the ambition or emulation of childhood; 
they were men and women without the dignity or simpli- 
city of man and womanhood. All that had raised them 
above the level of the brute was lost in the snow. Even 
the characteristics of sex were gone ; an old woman of sixty 
quarreled, fought, and swore with the harsh utterance and 
ungainly gestures of a man; a young man of scorbutic 
temperament wept, sighed, and fainted with the hysteria 
of a woman. So profound was their degradation that the 
stranger who had thus evoked them from the earth, even 
in his very rags and sadness, seemed of another race. 

They were all intellectually weak and helpless ; but one, 
a woman, appeared to have completely lost her mind. She 
carried a small blsuiket wrapped up to represent a child, — 
the tangible memory of one that had starved to death in 
her arms a few days before, — and rocked it from side to 
side as she sat, with a faith that was piteous. But even 
more piteous was the fact that none of her companions 
took the least notice, either by sympathy or complaint^ of 
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ber aberration. When, a few moments later, ahe called up- 
on them to be quiet, for that " baby " was asleep, they glared 
at her indifferently and went on. A red-haired man, who 
WBB chewing a piece of bufTalo hide, cast a single murderous 
glance at bei, but the next moment seemed to have for- 
gotten hei presence in bis more absorbing occupation. 

The stranger paused a moment rather to regain his 
breath than to wait for their more orderly and undivided 
attention. Then he uttered the single word: — 

"Nothing!" 

"Nothing! " They all echoed the word aimultaneoualy, 
bat with different inflection and significance, — one fiercely, 
another gloomily, another stupidly, another mechanically. 
The woman with the blanket baby explained to it, "He 
aaya ' nothing, ' " and laughed. 

"No — nothing," repeated the speaker. "Yesterday's 
snow blocked up the old trail again. The beacon on the 
summit 's burnt out. I left a notice at the Divide. Do 
that again, Dumphy, and I '11 knock the top of youi ugly 
head o£f." 

Dumphy, the red-haired man, had rudely ahoved and 
stricken the woman with the baby — she was his wife, and 
thia conjugal act may have been partly habit — as she was 
crawling nearer the speaker. She did not seem to notice 
the blow or its giver, — the apathy with which these peo- 
ple received blows or slights waa more terrible than wrang- 
ling, — but said assuringly, when she had reached the aide 
of the young man, — 

"To-morrow, thenl" 

The face of the young man softened as he made the 
same reply he had made for the last eight days to the same 
question, — 

"To-morrow, surely!" 

She crawled away, still holding the efhgy of her dead 
l»by very carefully, and retreated down the opening. 



"'Pears to me yon don't do much eonyway, out scout- 
ingl 'Pears to me you ain't worth shuckal" said the 
hareh-voiced woman, glancing at the speaker. "Why 
don't some on ye take his place 1 Why do you trust yom 
lives and the lives of women to that thar Ashley ! " she 
continued, with her voice raised to a strident bark. 

The hysterical young man, Henry March, who sat next 
to her, turned a wild scared face npon her, and then, as 
if fearful of being dragged into the conversation, disap- 
peared hastily after Mrs. Ihimphy. 

Ashley shru^ed his shoulders, and, replying to the 
group, rather than any individual speaker, said curtly — 

"There's but one chance — equal for all — open to all. 
Tou know what it is. To stay here is death; to go can- 
not be worse than that." 

He rose and walked slowly away np the canon a few 
rods to where another mound was visible, and disappeared 
from their view. When he had gone, a querulous chatter 
went around the squatting circle. 

"Gone to see the old doctor and the gal. We 're no 
account." 

"Thar 'a two too many in this yer party." 

"Yes — the crazy doctor and Ashley." 

"They're both interlopers, any way." 

"Jonahs." 

"Said no good could come of it, ever since we picked 
him up." 

"But the Cap'n invited the ol' doctor, and took all hia 
stock at Sweetwater, and Ashley put in hia provisions 
with the rest." 

The speaker was McCorraJck. Somewhere in the feeble 
depths of his consciousness there was still a lingering sense 
of justice. He was hungry, but not unreasonable. Be- 
sides, he remembered with a tender regret the excellent 
quality of provision that Ashley had furnished. 
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"What 's that got to do with iti " Bcreamed Mrs. Bract- 
"He brought the bad luck with him. Ain't ray 
husbaad dead, and isn't that ekuttk — an entire stranger 
L — still livinT' 

'he voice was masculine, hut the logic was feminine. 

|.In cases of great prostration with mental debility, in the 

I hopeless vacuity that precedes death by inanition or starva- 

I tion, it is sometimes very effective. They ail assented to 

, and, by a singular intellectual harmony, the expression 

t of each was the same. It was simply an awful curse. 

"What are you goin' to do?" 

" If I was a man, I 'd know ! " 

"Knife him! " 

"Kill him, and" — 

The remainder of this sentence was lost to the others in 
a confidential whisper between Mrs. Brackett and Dumphy. 
After this confidence they sat and wagged their heads to- 
gether, like two unmatched hut hideous Chinese idols. 

" Look at his strength ! and he not a workin' man like us, " 
said Dumphy. "Don't tell me he don't get authin' reg'lar." 
"Suthin' what?" 
"Sutbin" TO EAT!" 

But it is impossible to convey, even by capitals, the in- 
tense emphasis put upon this verb. It was followed by a 
horrible pause. 

"Let 's go and see." 

" And kill him 1 " suggested the gentle Mrs. Brackett. 
They all rose with a common interest almost like enthn- 
eiasm. But after they had tottered a few steps, they fell. 
Yet even then there was not enough self-respect left among 
them to feel any sense of shame or mortification in their 
bafiled design. They stopped — all except Dumphy. 

"Wot's that dream you was talkin' 'bout jess now?" 
said Mr. McCorraick, sitting down and abandoning the 
enterprise with the most shameless indifference. 



i 



<"Boat the dinner at St Jof isked the pemm ad- 
dressed, — a gentleman wiKwe facultj of alimentarj imagi- 
nation had heen at once the bliaa and tunnent of his p ie s - 
ent social circle. 



They all gathered eageilj around Kr. McCocmidc; even 
Mr. Domphj, who was still moTing awaj, stopped. 

"Well," said Mr. Maith, ""it began with beefsteak and 
injins — beefsteak, joa know, juicy and cat very thick, 
and jess squashy with grsTy and injins.'' Thoe was a 
very pereeptiUe watering of the moath in the party, and 
Mr. March, with the genius of a true narrator, under the 
plausible disguise of having forgotten his story, repeated 
the last sentence — ^jess aquashj with gravy and injins. 
And taters— baked.'' 

**Tou said fried before! — and dripping with fat!" in- 
terpoeed Mrs. Brackett hastily. 

"For them as likes fried — but baked goes furder — 
«kins and all — and sassage and coffee and flapjacks! " 

At this magical word they laughed, not mirthfully per> 
haps, but eagerly and expectantly, and said, "Go on! " 

"And flapjacks!" 

"Ton said that afore," said Mrs. Rackett, with a burst 
%A passion. " Go on ! " with an oath. 

The giver of this Barmecide feast saw his dangerous po- 
sition, and looked around for Dumphy, but he had 



CHAPTER n 

WITHIN 

The hut into which Ashley descended was like a Gieen- 
lander's "igloo," below the surface of the snow. Acd- 
deut rather than design had given it this Arctic resem- 
blance. As snow upon snow had blocked up its entrance, 
and reared its white ladders against its walls, and as the 
strength of its exhausted inmates slowly declined, commu- 
nication with the outward world was kept up only by a 
single narrow passage. Excluded from the air, it was 
close and stifling, but it had a warmth that perhaps the 
thin blood of its occupants craved more than light or yenti- 
lation. 

A smouldering lire in a wooden chimney threw a faint 
flicker on the walls. By its light, lying on the floor, were 
discernible four figures, — a yoimg woman and a child of 
three or four years wrapped in a single blanket, near the 
Are; nearer the door two men, separately enwrapped, lay 
apart. They might have been dead, so deep and motion- 
less were their slumbers. 

Perhaps some fear of this filled the mind of Ashley as 
he entered, for after a moment's hesitation, without saying 
a word, he passed quickly to the side of the young woman, 
and, kneeling beside her, placed his hand upon her face. 
Slight as was the touch, it awakened her. I know not 
what subtle magnetism was in that contact, but she caught 
the hand in her own, sat up, and before the eyes were 
scarcely opened, uttered the single word " Philip ! " 

"Grace — hush!" 
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He took her hand, kissed it, and pointed wamingly 
toward the other sleepers. 

"Speak low. I have much to say to you." 

The young girl seemed to he content to devour the 
speaker with her eyes. 

"You have come hack," she whispered, with a faint 
smile, and a look that showed too plainly the predominance 
of that fact ahove all others in her mind. " I dreamt of 
you, Philip." 

"Dear Grace" — he kissed her hand again. "Listen to 
me, darling! I have come hack, hut only with the old 
story — no signs of succor, no indications of help from 
without! My helief is, Grace," he added, in a voice so 
low as to he audible only to the quick ear to which it was 
addressed, "that we have blundered far south of the usual 
traveled trail. Nothing but a miracle or a misfortune like 
our own would bring another train this way. We are 
alone and helpless — in an unknown region that even the 
savage and brute have abandoned. The only aid we can 
calculate upon is from within — from ourselves. What 
that aid amounts to," he continued, turning a cynical eye 
towards the sleepers, "you know as well as I." 

She pressed his hand, apologetically, as if accepting the 
reproach herself, but did not speak. 

"As a party we have no strength, — no discipline," he 
went on. " Since your father died we have had no leader. 
I know what you would say, Grace dear," he continued, 
answering the mute protest of the girl's hand, "but even 
if it were true, — if I were capable of leading them, they 
would not take my counsels. Perhaps it is as well. If 
we kept together, the greatest peril of our situation would 
be ever present — the peril from ourselves / " 

He looked intently at her as he spoke, but she evidently 
did not take his meaning. 

"Grace," he said desperately, "when starving men are 
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thrown together, they are capable of any aaciifioe — of any 
crime, to keep the. miserable life that they hold bo dear. 
juat in proportion as it becomeB valuelees. You have lead 
in books — Graeel good God, what is the matter?" 

If she had not read his meaning in books, ehe might 
have road it at thot moment in the face tliat was peering 
in at the door, — a face with so much of animal suggestion 
in its horrible wiatfulnees that ehe needed no further reve< 
liition; a face full of inhuman ferocity and watchful eager- 
neas, and yet a face familiar in its outlines, — the face of 
Duinphy! Even with her danger came the swifter instinct 
of feminine tact and concealment, and without betraying 
the real oau§e of her momentary horror, she dropped her 
hewl ujiim Philip's shoulder and whispered, "I under- 
■tnud." Wlien she raised her head again the face was 
gonp. 

"Enough, I did not mean to frighten you, Grace, but 
only to ihow you what we must avoid — what we have 
still strongtii left to avoid. There is but one chance of 
escape; you know what it is, — a desperate one, but no 
more desperate than this passive waiting for a certain end. 
I iwk yon again — will you shore it with met When I 
firnt epoke I was less sanguine than now. Since then I 
have explored the ground carefully, and studied the trend 
of these mountains. It ia possible. I say no more." 

"But my sister and brother! " 

" The child would be a hopeless impediment, even if 
she could survive the fatigue and exposure. Your brother 
must stay with her ; she will need all his remaining 
strength and all the hopefulness that keeps him up. No, 
Grace, we must go alone. Remember, our safety means 
theirs. Their strength will last until we can send relief ; 
while they would sink in the attempt to reach it with us. 
I would go alone, hut I cannot bear, dear Grace, to leave 
you here." 
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*• I should die if you left me, " she said simply. 

**I helieve you would, Grace," he said as simply. 

''But can we not wait? Help may come at any mo- 
ment — to-morrow. " 

"To-morrow will find us weaker. I should not trust 
your strength nor my own a day longer." 

" But the old man — the doctor 1 " 

"He will soon be beyond the reach of help," said the 
young man sadly. "Hush, he is moving." 

One of the blanketed figures had rolled over. Philip 
walked to the fire, threw on a fresh stick, and stirred the 
embers. The upspringing flash showed the face of an old 
man whose eyes were fixed with feverish intensity upon 
him. 

" What are you doing with the fire 1 " he asked queru- 
lously, with a slight foreign accent. 

" Sthring it I " 

"Leave it alone!" 

Philip listlessly turned away. 

"Come here," said the old man. 

Philip approached. 

" You need say nothing, " said the old man after a pause, 
in which he examined Philip's face keenly. "I read youi 
news in your face — the old story — I know it by heart." 

"Well?" said Philip. 

"Well! " said the old man stolidly. 

Philip again turned away. 

" You buried the case and papers I " asked the old man* 

"Yes." 

" Through the snow — in the earth ] " 

"Yes." 

" Securely ? " 

"Securely." 

" How do you indicate it ] " 

**By a cairn of stones." 
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" And the notioes — in German end Frencli ! " 

"I nailed them up wherever I could, near the old trail." 

"Good." 

The cynical look on Philip's face deepened as he once 
more turned away. But before he reached the door he 
paused, and drawing from his hreast a faded flower, with 
a few limp leaves, handed it to the old man. 

" I found the duplicate of the plant you were looking 
for." 

The old man half rose on his elbow, breathless with 
excitement as he clutched and eagerly examined the plant. 

"It is the same," he said, with a sigh of relief, "and 
yet you eaid there was no news I " 

" May I ask what it means 1 " said Philip, with a slight 

"It means that I am right, and Linnceus, Darwin, and 
Eachacholtz are wrong. It means a discovery. It means 
that this which you call an Alpine flower is not one, hut 
a new species. " 

"An important fact to starving men," said Philip bit- 
terly. 

"It means more," continued the old man, without heed- 
ing Philip's tone, "It means that this flower is not de- 
veloped in perpetual snow. It means that it is first ger- 
minated in a warm soil and under a kindly sun. It means 
that if you had not plucked it, it would have fulfilled its 
destiny under those conditions. It means that in two 
months grass will be springing where you found it, - — even 
where we now lie. We are below the limit of perpetual 

"In two months! " said the young girl eagerly, clasping 
her hands. 

"In two months!" said the young man bitterly. "In 
two months we shall be far from here, or dead." 

"Probably," said the old man coolly^ "but if you have 
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fulfilled my injunctions in regard to my papers and the 
collection, they will in good time he discovered and saved. " 

Ashley turned away with an impatient gesture, and the 
old man's head again sank exhaustedly upon his arm. 
Under the pretext of caressing the child, Ashley crossed 
over to Grace, uttered a few hurried and almost inaudihle 
words, and disappeared through the door. When he had 
gone, the old man raised his head again and called fee- 
bly, - 

"Grace!" 

"Dr. Devarges!" 

" Come here ! " 

She rose and crossed over to his side. 

" Why did he stir the fire, Grace 1 " said Devarges, with 
a suspicious glance. 

"I don't know." 

" You tell him everything — did you tell him that ] " 

" I did not, sir. " 

Devarges looked as if he would read the inmost thoughts 
of the girl, and then, as if reassured, said, — 

" Take it from the fire, and let it cool in the snow. " 

The yoimg girl raked away the embers of the dying fire, 
and disclosed what seemed to be a stone of the size of 
a hen's egg incandescent and glowing. With the aid of 
two half-burnt sticks she managed to extract it, and de- 
posited it in a convenient snowdrift near the door, and 
then returned to the side of the old man. 

" Grace ! " 

"Sir!" 

"You are going away ! " 

Grace did not speak. 

" Don't deny it. I overheard you. Perhaps it is the best 
that you can do. But whether it is or not you will do it 
— of course. Grace, what do you know of that man ? " 

Neither the contact of daily familiarity, the quality of 
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suffering, nor the presence of approaching death, could sub- 
due the woman's nature in Grace. She instantly raised 
her shield. From behind it she began to fence feebly with 
the dying man. 

"Why, what we all know of him, sir, — a true friend; 
a man to whose courage, intellect, and endurance we owe 
BO much. And so unselfish, sir! " 

" Humph ! — what else ) " 

"Nothing — except that he has always been your de- 
voted friend — and I thought you were his. You brought 
him to us," she said a little viciously. 

"Yes — I picked him up at Sweetwater. But what do 
you know of hia history 1 What has he told youT" 

"He ran away from a wicked stepfather and relations 
whom he hated. He came out West to live alone, — among 
the Indians, — ot to seek hia fortune in Oregon, He ia 
very proud, — you know, sir. He is as unlike ua as you 
are, sir; he ia a gentleman. He is educated." 

"Yes, I believe that's what they call it here, and he 
doesn't know the petals of a flower from the stamens," 
muttered Devarges. "Well! After you run away with 
him, does he propose to marry you ) " 

For an instant a faint flush deepened the wan cheek of 
the girl, and she lost her guard. But the nest moment 
she recovered it. 

"Oh, sir," said this arch hypocrite sweetly, "bow can 
you jest so cruelly at such a moment) The life of my 
dear brother and sister, the lives of the poor women in 
yonder hut, depend iapon our going. He and I are the 
only ones left who have strength enough to make the trial, 
I can assist him, for, although strong, I require lesa to sup- 
port my strength than he. Something tells me we sbal] 
be successful; we shall return soon with help. Oh, sir, 
— it is no time for trifling now; our lives — even your 
own is at stake! " 
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"My own life," said the old man impassively, "is 
already spent. Before you return, if you return at all, I 
shall be beyond your help." 

A spasm of pain appeared to pass over his face. He 
lay still for a moment as if to concentrate his strength for 
a further effort. But when he again spoke his voice was 
much lower, and he seemed to articulate with difficulty. 

"Grace," he said at last, "come nearer, girl, — I have 
something to tell you." 

Grace hesitated. Within the last few moments a shy, 
nervous dread of the man which she could not account for 
had taken possession of her. She looked toward her sleep- 
ing brother. 

"He will not waken," said Devarges, following the 
direction of her eyes. "The anodyne still holds its effect. 
Bring me what you took from the fire." 

Grace brought the stone — a dull bluish-gray slag. The 
old mait took it, examined it, and then said to Grace, — 

"Rub it briskly on your blanket." 

Grace did so. After a few moments it began to exhibit 
a faint white lustre on its polished surface. 

"It looks like silver," said Grace doubtfully. 

" It is silver ! " replied Devarges. 

Grace put it down quickly and moved slightly away. 

"Take it," said the old man, — "it is yours. A year 
ago I found it in a ledge of the mountain range far west of 
this. I know where it lies in bulk — a fortune, Grace, do 
you hear ? — hidden in the bluish stone you put in the fire 
for me last night. I can tell you where and how to find 
it. I can give you the title to it, — the right of discovery. 
Take it, — it is yours. " 

"No, no," said the girl hurriedly; "keep it yourself. 
You will live to enjoy it." 

"Never, Grace! even were I to live I should not make 
use of it. I have in my life had more than my share of 
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it, and it brought me no happiness. It has no value to 
me ; the rankest weed that grows aboye it is worth more 
in my eyes. Take it. To the world it means everything, 

— wealth and position. Take it. It will make you as 
proud and independent as your lover — it will make you 
always gracious in his eyea; it will be a setting to your 
beauty; it will be a pedestal to your virtue. Take it, — 
it ifl yours." 

"But you have relatives — friends," said the girl, draw- 
ing away from the shining stone with a half anperstitious 
awe. "There are others whose claims" — 

"None greater than yours," interrupted the old man, 
with the nervous haste of failing breath. "Call it a re- 
ward if you choose. Look upon it as a bribe to keep your 
lover to the fulfillment of his promise to preserve my manu- 
scripts and collection. Think, if you like, that it is an 
act of retribution; that once in my life I might have 
known a young girl whose future would have been blest 
by such a gift Think — think what you like, — hut take 
it!" 

His voice had snnk to a whisper. A grayish pallor had 
overapread hia face, and his breath came with difficulty. 
Grace would have called her brother, hut with a motion of 
his hand Devarges restrained her. With a desperal* effort 
he raised himself upon his elbow, and drawing an envelope 
from his pocket, put it in her hand. 

"It contains — map — description of mine and locality 

— yours — say you wi!I take it — Grace, quick, say" — 
His head had again sunk 4x) the floor. She stooped to 

raise it. As she did so a slight shadow darkened the 
opening by the door. She raised her eyes quickly and 
saw the face of Dumphy ! 

She did not shrink this time; but, with a sudden in- 
stinct, she turned to Devarges, and said, — 

"I will 1" 
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She raised her eyes again defiantly, but the face had 
disappeared. 

"Thank you," said the old man. His lips moved 
again, but without a sound. A strange film had begun to 
gather in his eyes. 

"Dr. Devarges," whispered Grace. 

He did not speak. "He is dying," thought the young 
girl as a new and sudden fear overcame her. She rose 
quickly and crossed hurriedly to her brother and shook 
him. A prolonged inspiration, like a moan, was the only 
response. For a moment she glanced wildly around the 
room and then ran to the door. 

"Philip!" 

There was no response. She climbed up through the 
tunnel-like opening. It was already quite dark, and a 
few feet beyond the hut nothing was distinguishable. She 
cast a rapid backward glance, and then, with a sudden 
desperation, darted forward into the darkness. At the 
same moment two figures raised themselves from behind 
the shadow of the mound and slipped down the tunnel 
into the hut, — Mrs. Brackett and Mr. Dumphy. They 
might have been the meanest predatory animals — so 
stealthy, so eager, so timorous, so crouching, and yet so 
agile were their motions. They, ran sometimes upright, 
and sometimes on all fours, hither and thither. They fell 
over each other in their eagerness, and struck and spat 
savagely at each other in the half darkness. They peered 
into corners, they rooted in the dying embers and among 
the ashes, they groped among the skins and blankets, they 
smelt and sniffed at every article. They paused at last, 
apparently unsuccessful, and glared at each other. 

"They must have eaten it," said Mrs. Brackett, in a 
hoarse whisper. 

"It didn't look like suthin' to eat," said I>umphy. 

"You saw 'em take it from the fire? " 
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-And rob it I » 

-¥«!'' 

''Fooi. Ddn't joQ ne »— 

-Whatt^ 

"It was a Inked potato.'' 

Damply aat dmnliioaiided. 

"Whj should tfaej mb itf it takes aS tbe caracklia 
ddns," be aid. 

''Thej 're got siieh fine stomachs!'' answered lbs. 
Bnckett, with an oath. 

Dampli J was still aghast with the impottanee of his 
diseorerj. 

''He said he knew where there was mofre!" he whis- 
pered eagerl J. 

-Where!'' 

"I did n't get to hear.'' 

''Fool! Why didn't je rash in and grip his throat 
imtil he told jert" hissed Mis. Ifoackett, in a tempest of 
baffled rage and disappointment. "Ye ain't got the sponk 
of a flea. Let me get hold of that gal — Hush! what's 
thatf 

"He 's moring! " said Domphj. 

In an instant the j had both changed again into slinking, 
croaching, baffled animals, eager only for escape. Yet 
tbej dared not move. 

The old man had turned orer, and his lips were moving 
in the mutterings of delirium. Presently he called 

With a sign of caution to her companion, the woman 
leaned over him. 

"Yes, deary, I 'm here." 

"Tell him not to forget Make him keep bis promisa 
Ask bim where it is buried! " 

"Yes, deary!" 
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"He'UteUyou. He knows!'' 

" Yes, deary I " 

''At the head of Monument Canon. A hundred feet 
north of the lone pine. Dig two feet down below the 
surface of the cairn." 

" Yes ! " 

"Where the wolves can't get it." 

"Yes!" 

"The stones keep it from ravenous beasts.'' 
Yes, in course." 
That might tear it up." 

"Yes!" 

" Starving beasts ! " 

" Yes, deary ! " 

The fire of his wandering eyes went out suddenly, like 
a candle; his jaw dropped; he was dead. And over him 
the man and woman crouched in fearful joy, looking at 
each other with the first smile that had been upon their 
lips since they had entered the fateful ca&on. 






CHAPTER m 

GABltnCL 

It W9M found tlie next morning that the puty was 
dimmiffhcd hj fire. Philip Ashler and Grace Conroyy 
Peter Dnmphj and MrsL Ifoacketl^ were missing; Dr. Paul 
DeraigeE was dead. The death of the old man caused but 
little excitement and no sorrow; the absconding of the 
others was attriboted to some information which they had 
aelfifihly withheld from the remaining ones^ and produced 
a spasm of impotent rage. In five minutes their fury 
knew no bounds. The lives and property of the fugitives 
were instantly declared forfeit. Steps were taken — about 
twenty, I think — in the direction of their flight, but 
finally abandoned. 

Only one person knew that Philip and Grace had gone 
together, — Gabriel Conroy. On awakening early that 
morning he had found pinned to his blanket a paper with 
these words in pencil, — 

''God bless dear brother and sister, and keep them until 
PhUip and I come back with help* -' 

With it were a few scraps of provisions, evidently saved 
by Grace from her scant rations, and left as a parting gift. 
These Gabriel instantly turned into the common stock. 
Then he began to comfort the cbiKL Added to bis natural 
bopeftilne^ he bad a sympathetic instinct with the pains 
aiid penalties of childhood, not so much a quality of his 
inUrllect as of his nature. He had all the physical adapta- 
bilities of a nurse, — a large, tender touch, a low persuasive 
▼oi^ pliant yet unhesitating limbs, and broad, well-cush- 
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ioned surfaces. During the weary journey women had 
instinctively intrusted babies to his charge; most of the 
dead had' died in his arms; all forms and conditions of 
helplessness had availed themselves of his easy capacity. 
No one thought of thanking him. I do not think he ever 
expected it; he always appeared morally irresponsible and 
quite unconscious of his own importance, and, as is fre- 
quent in such cases, there was a tendency to accept his 
services at his own valuation. Nay more, there was a 
slight consciousness of superiority in those who thus gave 
him an opportunity of exhibiting his special faculty. 

"Oily,** he said, after an airy preliminary toss, "would 
ye like to have a nice dolly 1 '' 

Oily opened her wide hungry eyes in hopeful anticipa- 
tion and nodded assent. 

"A nice dolly, with real mamma," he continued, "who 
plays with it like a true baby. Would ye like to help her 
play with it r' 

The idea of a joint partnership of this kind evidently 
pleased Oily by its novelty. 

"Well then, brother Gabe will get you one. But Gracie 
will have to go away, so that the doll's mamma kin come." 

Oily at first resented this, but eventually succumbed to 
novelty, after the fashion of her sex, starving or otherwise. 
Yet she prudently asked, — 

"Is it ever hungry? " 
It is never hungry," replied Gabriel confidently. 
Oh ! " said Oily, with an air of relief. 

Then Gabriel, the cunning, sought Mrs. Dumphy, the 
mentally alienated. 

"You are jest killin* of yourself with the tendin' o' 
that child," he said, after bestowing a caress on the blanket 
and slightly pinching an imaginary cheek of the effigy. 
" It would be likelier and stronger fur a playmate. Good 
gracious ! how thin it is gettin* ! A change will do it 
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good; fetch it to Oily, and let her help you to tend it 
until — until — to-monow." To-morrow was the extreme 
limit of Mrs. Dumphy's future. 

So Mrs. Dumphy and her effigy were installed in 
Gracie's place, and Oily was made happy. A finer nature 
or a more active imagination than Grahriel's would have 
revolted at this monstrous combination; but Grabriel only 
saw that they appeared contented, and the first pressing 
difficulty of Grade's absence was overcome. So alternately 
they took care of the effigy, the child simulating the cares 
of the future and losing the present in them, the mother 
living in the memories of the past. Perhaps it might 
have been pathetic to have seen OUy and Itlrs. Dumphy 
both saving the infinitesimal remnants of their provisions 
for the doll, but the only spectator was one of the actors, 
Gabriel, who lent him,self to the deception ; and pathos, to 
be effective, must be viewed from the outside. 

At noon that day the hysterical young man, (jabriel's 
cousin, died. Gabriel went over to the other hut and en- 
deavored to cheier the survivors. He succeeded in infect- 
ing them so far with his hopefulness as to loosen the 
tongue and imagination of the story-teller, but at four 
o'clock the bodv had not vet been buried. It was even- 
ing, and the three were sitting over the embers, when a 
singular change came over Mrs. Dumphy, The effigy 
suddenly slipped from her hands, and, looking up, Gabriel 
perceived that her arms had dropped to her side, and that 
her eves were fixed on vacancy. He spoke to her, but she 
made no sign nor response of any kind. He touched her 
and ic^znd her limbs rigid and motionless. OUy began to 
crv. 

The sound seemed to agitate Mrs. Dumphy, Without 
moving a limb, she said, in a changed, unnatural Toioei 
**Hark!- 

Oily croked her sobs a: a sign from GabrieL 
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"They're coming!" eaid Mra. Dumphy. 

"Wkich)" said Gabriel. 

"Tiie relief party." 

" Where 1" 

" Far, far away. They 're jeat setting out. I see 'em 
— a dozen men with pack horaea and provisions. The 
leader is an American — the others are strangers. They 're 
coming — but far, oh, ao far away [ " 

Gabriel fixed hia eyes upon her, but did not epeak. 
After a death-like pause, she went on, — 

" The sun ia shining, the birds are singing, the grass is 
springing where they ride — but, uh, ao far — too fat 

"Do you know them?" asked GabrieL 

"No." 

" Do they know us ) " 

"No." 

"Why do they come, and how do they know where we 
areT" asked Gabriel. 

"Their leader has seen ub." 

" Where 1" 

"In ft dream."' 

Gabriel whistled and looked at the rag baby. He was 
willing to recognize Gomethbig abnormal, and perhaps even 
prophetic, in this insane woman; but a coincident exalta- 
tion in a stranger who was not suifering from the illusions 
beyond his credulity. Never- 
od humor and hopefulness were 
ifiked, — 



produced by starvation wa: 
theless, the instincts of g 
stronger, and he presently 



1 I fear I must (ask the iocrcduloua reader'i farther pltieacB bj calling 
attentioD Co wbaL may perhaps prove tbe most literal and thorouglily at- 
teeted Eact of this otherwise fanciful chronicle. The cundilioa and situa- 
tion of the ill-tamed " Donner Partj " — then an nnknown, unhemlded 

was first made known to Captain Touat of Napa, in a dream. Tbs 
Bpauiih recorde of California sbow that the relief part; which tnccored 
Uic tnrrivon *ru projected npoD thie ^iritnal ioloriaatioii. 
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•*How Will ihpy wiinur* 

*M't' V)«i^*M||h ii U'Mutlful valley and a broad shining 
kii¥^ 'r)i(»ii ilu7 will croMi a mountain until they come 
\{i HiM*Mi««i tHMiMUful valloy with steep sides, and a rushing 
^{^H Vtm^ lUMA Ml iifsnr uii tliat I can almost hear it now. 
iHtd'^ you ««»ts liY U Im Just beyond the snow peak there; 
« liM^i'M VMU(\yi wiih tho rain falling upon it. Look! it is 

AliM |tolul^ti<l (lii'^otly north, toward the region of inhos- 

"(VuM ,VMU ||i*l' to lit" asked the practical Gabriel. 

"No** 

** I u^u^i wuii Ui^rt) for my baby. She is coming for us. 
^W will Umt lUM hi^m" 

U w^"* Mu« Uxl' timii ilmt »h«) uttered that well- worn sen- 
\\M\^M \\i\ U NVM oul^Y M \\ii\^ iui9t midnight that her baby 
\^^\m^ h« l\«^i ^^^iii^^ ^^^ 1^^^^ wi^)^ ^ sudden lights that might 
\\M\\ Wvw \\\\\*^M\^ U^ iUWU^U Imt that it was reflected in 
\\\\\ \<\\\\ l^V'k lu^l^vv \\Y^ \^m0 to this poor half >witted 
\<U«\^\ho wUl^ «t^^^^l^ sluiU\olM«^ th«^t »h<^ halt rose, stretched 
\\\\^ Iw*^ ^I^U^ wmuhviit *^nw*^ *^uvl tt\>fiYt?d it — a ooipee! 
n'\^v\l\<l yUy\^\\ ^1^^^ ^^l^^ii^ ^^^ t^^^ ^f^^^^^ <MHt folded them oTer 
\\ \'\\\A\ \\\^ \^\\ *\\\t\\^ \\\ %W KAh^t hvtX. Foot SQime un- 
ux|\\'\^^^v\l ^>M-»\^^^ Uv^ n\w> ^^N^t ^S^t ^\nWr than the door. 
\\ l\'\\ \\\^ M\\ Sim^"^ \\^ \\i^ \w\^ hM. W\ wWn be groped 
\\\ \^\\\\S\\\i\ WAX W^ *\^ Ux* N^>fcu hv>t 4i^t^ li» face was 
\\\\\\\ ^y\^ ^^l\v^^^Mv^*•^ MVsi Uv* ^^\v* >fc^W *6^i ^uniig. Only 
\-.\\.. U\\i\\\\'\^ s>^ws-^\vs\s^, ts^ f^> ti\vt^X¥C fev\» the <niised 
■ \. \\ \\\^ ^\\^\\y\'\\ \^\\\\ ^N^^ v^^^ V ^CrtKit ^p tke sob* 
\\\\Y \\\\ ^>U»^\Vawv>^ \Vnn\n *^^^ ^^<^ ^^^ii * V'^ ay to 
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It wm & nor if -ii^ jai^ 
the noctfa. if :aift aiaii. Ts .2k sacs: w-.:2it *"^- -svd 



the J at lasc isaaiL toail jdi matr ^^^s^ TziilmsfL ^qsir.iK iie 
skj — nili^ ml ^caee^ 

For aH t^ fesyri** if 'iiB ^van^r -iut inaz. if nmrrflo^ 
ing food, and oia lamrnni^ maiirLTF ir iia cuCsnuf «ne jact 
left, the fiKe if ^satsb iiiAoe^ t-jcx ti«^ ^T^Kf *nii. '^ik 
very pvettj. Y^ vyr^ trwui «ift jait Tftm'v»it "n* il 
fitting, azid madft iier ^lxjvjrJjH: inli^ isnrs slI imci: 
diminafim^ tec i VMlxi nx viz^r^j xnut jot racfnl. 
cunreaL Has ra. ^s t'^ Jjtx^ icL^ rvyinTng fnucia if 
her daik ej-^ w«r: nn xiisEir luiAUasL 'm zf>xi*fZ i^il if 
her faee^ erca die £*▼ fr!wicS»* la iK mnn tzcgt Ifr. 
were Tiaye to f^flfp.. Ptrvr » » yrsr^^jL. jvz:c«n% 
partlj to n MBiinir her; hi^ pi:: lis iztzl i^siiiisij im^Zfi l<:r 
waist. Then he ^daami her^ Iz 5i yjo^zlA zLiZ zh5s List 
act was porcfy gntul&oos. 

Howbeit Crnee first aaked, wi^a the erLaz3eteris(£e pro- 
dence of her sex, the qnestion she ha«i alre^j &sked maziT 
days before that day, "]>> yoa lore me, Philip • "^ And 
Philip, with the ready frankness of our sex on such occa- 
sions, had invariaUy replied, ''I do." 

NeverthelesB the yonng man was preoccupied, anxious, 
and hungry. It was the fourth day since they had left 
the hut. On the second day they had found some pina 
cones with the nuts still intact and fresh beneath the snow* 
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" How wUl they come J " 

" Up through a btautiful valley and a broad shining 
river. Then they will cross a mountain until they come 
to another beautiful valley with steep sides, and a rushing 
river that runs so near us that I can almost hear it now. 
Don't you see itJ It is just beyond the snow peak there; 
a green valley, with the rain falling upon it. Look I it is 

She pointed directly north, toward the region of inhos- 
pitable enow. 

"Could you get to it! " asked the practical GabrieL 

"No." 

"Why not J" 

"I must wait here for my baby. She ie coming for uh. 
She will find me here." 

"When?" 

"To-morrow." 

It was the last time that she uttered that well-wom sen- 
tence ; for it was only a little past midnight that her baby 
came to her — came to her with a sudden light, that might 
have been invisible to Gabriel, but that it was reflected in 
her own lack-lustre eyes — came to this poor half-witted 
creature with such distinctness that she half rose, stretched 
out her thin yearning arms, and received it — a corpse! 
Gabriel placed the effigy in her arms and folded them over 
it. Then he ran swiftly to the other hut. T"or some un- 
explained reason he did not get further than the door. 
What he saw there he has never told; but when he groped 
his fainting way hack to his own hut again, his face was 
vhite and bloodless, and his eyes wild and staring. Only 
one impulse remained, — to fly forever from the cursed 
spot. He stopped only long enough to snatch up the sob- 
bing and frightened Oily, and then, with a loud cry to 
God to help him — to help them — he dashed out, and was 
lost in the darkness. 
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KATUBE SHOWS THEM THE WAY 

It was a spur of the long grave-like ridge that lay to 
the north of the canon. Up its gaunt white flank two 
figures had been slowly crawling since noon, until at sunset 
they at last stood upon its outer verge outlined against the 
sky — Philip and Grace. 

For all the fatigues of the journey, the want of nourish- 
ing food, and the haunting shadow of the suffering she had 
left, the face of Grace, flushed with the dying sun, was 
very pretty. The boy's dress she had borrowed was ill 
fitting, and made her exquisite little figure still more 
diminutive, but it could not entirely hide its graceful 
curves. Here in this rosy light the swooning fringes of 
her dark eyes were no longer hidden ; the perfect oval of 
her face, even the few freckles on her short upper lip, 
were visible to Philip. Partly as a physical support, 
partly to reassure her, he put his arm tenderly around her 
waist. Then he kissed her. It is possible that this last 
act was purely gratuitous. 

Howbeit Grace first asked, with the characteristic pru- 
dence of her sex, the question she had already asked many 
days before that day, "Do you love me, Philip 1*' And 
Philip, with the ready frankness of our sex on such occa- 
sions, had invariably replied, "I do." 

Nevertheless the young man was preoccupied, anxious, 
and hungry. It was the fourth day since they had left 
the hut. On the second day they had found some pine 
cones with the nuts still intact and fresh beneath the snow. 
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and later a equiirel's hoaTd. On the third day Philip 
had killed the proprietor and eaten him. The same even- 
ing Philip had espied a duck winging his way up th« 
canon. Philip, strong in the belief that some inland lake 
was the immediate abject of tte flight, had first marked its 
course, and then brought it down with a long shot. Then 
having altered their course in accordance with ita sugges- 
tion, they ate their guide next morning for breakfast. 

Philip was also digappointed. The summit of the spni 
so laboriously attained only showed him the same endless 
succeBsion of white anow hillowe stretching rigidly to the 
horizon's edge. There was no break, — no glimpse of 
watercourae or lake. There was nothing to indicate whence 
the bird had come or the probable point it waa endeavor- 
ing to reach. He waa beginning to consider the feasibility 
of again changing their course, when an unlooked-for acci- 
dent took that volition from his hands. 

Grace had ventured out to the extreme limit of the 
rocky cliff, and with straining eyes waa trying to peer be- 
yond the snow fields, when the treacherous ledge on which 
she waa standing began to give way. In an instant Philip 
was at her side and had caught her hand, but at the same 
moment a large rock of the ledge dropped from beneath 
her feet, and left her with no support hut his grasp. Tha 
sudden shock loosened also the insecure granite on which 
Philip stood. Before he could gain secure foothold it also 
trembled, tottered, slipped, and then fell, carrying Philip 
and Grace with it. Luckily this immense mass of stone 
and ice got fairly away before them, and ploughed down 
the steep bank of the cliff, breaking off the projecting 
rocks and protuberances, and cutting a clean, though al- 
most perpendicular, path down the mountain -side. Evea 
in falling Philip had presence of mind enough to forbear 
clutching at the crumbling ledge, and so precipitating the 
rock that might crush them. Before he lost bis senses ha 
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remembered tightening bis grip of Grace's arm, and draw- 
ing her face and bead forward to bis breast, and even in 
his unconsciousness it seemed tbat be instinctively guided 
her into tbe smootb passage or " sboot " made by tbe plimg- 
ing rock below tbem ; and even tben be was balf conscious 
of dasbing into sudden material darkness and out again 
into ligbt, and of tbe ci^asbing and crackling of branches 
around bim, and even tbe brushing of the stiff pine needles 
against bis face and limbs. Tben be felt himself stopped, 
and then, and then only, everything whirled confusedly by 
him, and bis brain seemed to partake of tbe motion, and 
then — the relief of utter blankness and oblivion. When 
he regained his senses, it was with a burning heat in his 
throat, and the sensation of strangling. When he opened 
his eyes he saw Grace bending over him, pale and anxious, 
and chafing his hands and temples with snow. There was 
a spot of blood upon her round cheek. 

" You are hurt, Grace ! " were the first words tbat Philip 
gasped. 

" No ! — dear, brave Philip — but only so thankful and 
happy for your escape." Yet at tbe same moment the 
color faded from her cheek, and even the sun-kissed line 
of her upper lip grew bloodless, as she leaned back against 
a tree. 

But Philip did not see her. His eyes were rapidly 
taking in his strange surroundings. He was lying among 
the broken fragments of pine branches and the debris of 
the cliff above. In his ears was the sound of hurrying 
water, and before him, scarce a hundred feet, a rushing 
river. He looked up; the red glow of sunset was stream- 
ing through the broken limbs and shattered branches of 
tbe snow-thatched roof that be had broken through in his 
descent. Here and there along tbe river tbe same light 
was penetrating the interstices and openings of this strange 
vault that arched above this sunless stream. 
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He knew dow whence the duck had flown ! He knew 
now why he had not seen the wster-courae before ! 
knew now where the birds and beasts had betaken them- 
Bclvee — why the woods and canons were tracklesa! Here 
was at last the open toad ! He staggered to his feet with 
a cry of delight. 

"Grace, we are saved!" 

Grace looked at him with eyes that perhaps spoke more 
eloquently of joy at his recovery than of comprehension of 
bin delight. 

"Look, Grace! this is Nature's own road; only a lane, 
{Krhaps, but a clue to our way out of this wilderness. 
Aa we descend the stream it will open into a broader 
valley. " 

"I know it," she said simply. 

Philip looked at her inquiringly. 

"When I dragged you out of the way of the falling 
rocks and snow above, I had a glimpse of the valley you 
speak of. I saw it from there." 

She pointed to a ledge of rock above the opening where 
the great stone that had fallen had lodged. 

" When you dragged me, my child 1 " 

Grace smiled faintly. 

"You don't know how strong I am," she said, and then 
proved it by fainting dead away. 

Fhilip started to his feet and ran to her side. Then he 
felt for the precious flask that he had preserved so sacredly 
through all their hardships, hut it was gone. He glanced 
around him; it was lying on the enow, empty! For the 
first time in their weary pilgrimage Philip uttered a groan. 
At the sound Grace opened her sweet eyes. She saw her 
lover with the empty flask in his hand, and smiled faiotly, 

"I poured it all down your throat, dear," she said. 
"You looked so faint — I thought you were dying — for- 
give me ! " 
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" But I was only stunned ; and you, Grace, you " — 

"Am better now,'' she said, as she strove to rise. But 
she uttered a weak little cry and fell back again. 

Philip did not hear her. He was already climbing the 
ledge she had spoken of. When he returned his face was 
joyous. 

"I see it, Grace; it is only a few miles away. It is 
still light, and we shall camp there to-night." 

"I am afraid — not — dear Philip,'' said Grace doubt- 
fully. 

"Why not?" asked Philip, a little impatiently. 

" Because — I — think — my leg is broken I " 

"Grace!" 

But she had fainted. 
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Happily Grace was wrong. Her ankle was aeverely 

sprained, and she could Dot stand. Philip tore np hia 
shirt, and, with bandagee dipped in snow water, wrapped 
up the swollen limb. Then he knocked over a quail in 
the bushes and another duck, and clearing away the brush 
for a camping spot, built a fire, and tempted the young 
girl with a hot supper. The peril of starvation passed, 
their greatest danger was over — a few days longer of en- 
forced rest and inactivity was the worst to be feared. 

The air had grown singularly milder with the last few 
hours. At midnight a damp breeze stirred the pine nee- 
dles above their heads, and an ominous muffled beating 
was heard upon the snow-packed vault. It was rain. 

" It is the reveille of spring ! " whispered Philip. 

But Grace was in no mood for poetry, — even a lover's. 
She let her head drop upon his shoulder, and then said, — 

"You must go on, dear, and leave me here." 

" Grace ! " 

"Yes, Philip 1 I can live till you corae back. I fear no 
danger now. I am so much better olT than they arel " 

A few tears dropped on his hand. Philip winced. 
Perhaps it was his conscience, perhaps there was some- 
thing in the girl's tone, ]>erhaps because she had once 
before spoken in the same way ; but it jarred upon a certain 
quality in his nature which be was pleased to call liis 
"common sense." Philip really believed himself a high- 
eouled, thoughtlcBS, ardent, impetuous temperament, saved 
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only from destruction by the occasional dominance of this 
quality. 

For a moment he did not speak. He thought how, at 
the risk of hia own safety, he had snatched this girl from 
terrible death; he thought how he had guarded her through 
their perilous journey, taking all the burdens upon him- 
self; he thought how happy he had made her — how she 
had even admitted her happiness to him ; be thought of 
her present helplessness, and how willing he was to delay 
the journey on her account; he dwelt even upon a certain 
mysterious, ill-defined hut blissful future with him to 
which he was taking her; and yet here, at the moment of 
their possible deliverance, she was fretting about two dying 
people, who, without miraculous interference, would be 
dead before she could reach them. It was part of Philip's 
equitable self-examination — a fact of which he was very 
proud — that he always put himself in the position of the 
person with whom he differed, and imagined how he 
would act under the like circumstaoces. Perhaps it is 
hardly necessary to say that Philip always found that his 
conduct under those conditions would be totally different. 
In the present instance, putting himself in Grace's posi- 
tion, he felt that he would have abandoned all and every- 
thing for a love and future like hers. That she did not 
was evidence of a moral deficiency or a blood taint. Logic 
of this kind is easy and irrefutable. It has been known 
to obtain even beyond the Sierras, and with people who 
were not physically exhausted. After a pause be said to 
Grace, in a changed voice; — 

"Let us talk plainly for a few momenta, Grace, and un- 
derstand each other before we go forward or back^ 
It is five days since we left the hut; were we even o 
of finding our wandering way back again, we coul 
reach there before another five days had elapsed ■ 
time all will be over. They have either t 



1 



34 ON THE THRESHOLD 

beyond the reach of help. This sounds harsh, Grace, but 
it is no harsher than the fact, HaJ we stayed, we would, 
without helping them, have only shared their fate, I 
might have been in your brother's place, you in your 
sister's. It is our fortune, not our fault, that we are not 
dying with thera. It has been willed that you and I 
should be saved. It might have been willed that we 
should have perished in our attempts to succor them, and 
that relief which came to them would have never reached 

Grace was uo logician, and could not help thinking that 
if Philip had said this before, she would not have left the 
hot. But the masculine reader will, I trust, at once detect 
the irrelevance of the feminine suggestion, and observe 
that it did not refute Philip's argument. She looked at 
him with a ha If- frightened air. Perhaps it was the tears 
that dimmed her eyes, but his few words seemed to have 
removed him to a great distance, and for the first time a 
strange seuBe of loneliness came over her. She longed to 
reach her yearning arms to him again, but with this feel- 
ing came a sense of shame that she had not felt before. 

Philip noticed her hesitation, and half interpreted it. 
He let her passive head fall. 

"Perhaps we had better wait until we are ourselves out 
of danger before we talk of helping others," he said with 
something of his old bitterness. " This accident may keep 
us here some days, and we know not as yet where we are. 
Go to sleep now," he said more kindly, "and in the morn- 
ing we will see what can be done." 

Grace sobbed herself to sleep I Poor, poor Grace. She 
had been looking for this opportunity of speaking about 
herself — about their future. This was to have been the 
beginning of her confidence about Dr. Devarges'e secret; 
she would have told him frankly all the doctor had said, 
even his suspicions of Philip himself. And then Philip 
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would have been sure to have told her his plans, and they 
would have gone back with help, and Philip would have 
been a hero whom Gabriel would have instantly recognized 
as the proper husband for Grace, and they would have all 
been very happy. And now they were all dead, and had 
died, perhaps, cursing her, and — Philip — Philip had not 
kissed her good-night, and was sitting gloomily under a 
tree! 

The dim light of a leaden morning broke through the 
snow vault above their heads. It was raining heavily, the 
river had risen, and was still rising. It was filled with 
drift and branches, and snow and ice, the waste and iVear 
of many a mile. Occasionally a large uprooted tree with 
a gaunt forked root like a mast sailed by. Suddenly 
Philip, who had been sitting with his chin upon his hands, 
rose with a shout. Grace looked up languidly. He 
pointed to a tree that, floating by, had struck the bank 
where they sat, and then drifted broadside against it, 
where for a moment it lay motionless. 

"Grace," he said, with his old spirits, "Nature has 
taken us in hand herself. If we are to be saved, it is by 
her methods. She brought us here to the water's edge, 
and now she sends a boat to take us off again. Come ! " 

Before Grace could reply, Philip had lifted her gayly in 
his arms, and deposited her between two upright roots of 
the tree. Then he placed beside her his rifle and provi- 
sions, and leaping himself on the bow of this strange craft, 
shoved it off with a broken branch that he had found. 
For a moment it still clung to the bank, and then sud- 
denly catching the impulse of the current, darted away like 
a living creature. 

The river was very narrow and rapid where they had 
embarked, and for a few moments it took all of Philip's 
energy and undivided attention to keep the tree in the 
centre of the current. Grace sat silent, admiring her 
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lover, alert, forceful, and glowing with excitement. Pres- 
ently Philip called to her, — 

"Do you see that logl We are near a settlement," 

A freshly-Lewn log of pine was floating in the current 
beside them. A ray of hope shot through Grace's sad 
fancies; if they were so near help, might not it have 
already reached the suflerera ! But she forbore to speak 
to Philip again upon that subject, and in his new occupa- 
tion he seemed to have forgotten her. It was with a little 
thrill of joy that at last she saw him turn, and balancing 
himself with his bough upon their crank craft, walk down 
slowly toward her. When he reached her side he sat 
down, and, taking her hand in his, for the first time since 
the previous night, he said gently, — 

"Grace, my child, I have something to tell you." 

Grace's little heart throbbed quickly; for a moment she 
did not dare to lift her long lashes toward his. Without 
noticing her embarrassment he went on, — 

"In a few hours, we shall be no longer in the wilder- 
ness, hut in the world again — in a settlement perhaps, 
among men and — perhaps women. Strangers certainly — 
not the relatives you have known, and who know you — 
not the people with whom we have been familiar for so 
many weeks and days — but peopla who know nothing of 
nfl, or our eufi'erings." 

Grace looked at him, but did not speak. 

"You understand, Grace, that, not knowing this, they 
might put their own construction upon our flight. 

"To speak plainly, my child, you are a young woman, 
and I am a young man. Your beauty, dear Grace, offers 
an explanation of our companionship that the world will 
aocept more readily than any other, and the truth to many 
would seem scarcely as natural. For this reason it must 
not he told. I will go back alone with relief, and leave 
you here in some safe hands until I return. But I leave 
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joa heie not sb Grace Conroy — you shall take my own 
name!" 

A hot flush mounted to Grace's throat and cheek, and 
for an instant^ with parted lips, she hung hreathless upon 
his next word. He continued quietly, — 

" You shall he my sister, — Grace Ashley." 

The hlood fell from her cheek, her eyelids dropped, and 
she huried her face in her hands. Philip waited patiently 
for her reply. When she lifted her face again, it was 
quiet and calm — there was even a slight flush of proud 
color in her cheek as she met his gaze, and with the faint- 
est curl of her upper lip, said, — 

" You are right ! " 

At the same moment there was a sudden hreaking of 
light and warmth and sunshine over their heads ; the tree 
swiftly swung round a sharp curve in the river, and then 
drifted slowly into a hroad, overflowed valley, sparkling 
with the emerald of gently sloping hillsides, and dazzling 
with the glow of the noonday sun. And heyond, from a 
cluster of willows scarcely a mile away, the smoke of a 
cahin chimney curled in the still air. 
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CHAPTER VI 

FOOTPKINTS 

FoK two weeks an unclouded sua rose and eet on the 
rigid outlines of Monument Point. For two weeks there 
had been no apparent change in the ghastly whiteness of 
the snow-flanked vocka, in the white hillows that rose 
tank on rank beyond, in the deathlike stillness that reigned 
above and below. It was the first day of April; there was 
the mildness of early spring in the air that blew over this 
gaunt waste, and yet awoke no sound or motion. And 
yet a. nearer approach showed that a slow insidious change 
had been taking place. The white flanks of the mountain 
■were more hollow; the snow had shrunk visibly away in 
places, leaving the gray rocks naked and protuberant; the 
rigid outlines were there, hut leas full and rounded ; the 
skeleton was beginning to show through the wa-sling flesh; 
there were great patches of snow that had sloughed away, 
leaving the gleaming granite bare below. It was the last 
change of the Hippocratic face that Nature turned toward 
the spectator. And yet this change had been noiseless, — 
the solitude unbroken. 

And then one day there suddenly drifted across the 
deathlike valley the chime of jingling spurs and the sound 
of human voices. Down the long defile a cavalcade of 
mounted men and pack mules made their way, plunging 
through drifts and clattering over rocks. The unwonted 
aonnd awoke the long- slumbering echoes of the mountain, 
brought down small avalanches from cliff and tree, and at 
Ub^ brought from some cavern of the rocks to the surface 
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of the snow a figure so wild, haggard, disheveled, and 
monstrous, that it was scarcely human. It crawled upon 
the snow, dodging hehind rocks with the timidity of a 
frightened animal, and at last, squatting hehind a tree, 
awaited in amhush the approach of the party. 

Two men rode ahead; one grave, preoccupied, and reti- 
cent. The other alert, active, and voluble. At last the 
reticent man spoke, but slowly, and as if recalling a mem- 
ory rather than recording a present impression. 

"They cannot be far away from us now. It was in 
some such spot that I first saw them. The place is famil- 
iar." 

" Heaven send that it may be ! " said the other hastily ; 
" for to tell you the truth, I doubt if we will be able to 
keep the men together a day longer in this crazy quest, 
unless we discover something." 

"It was here," continued the other dreamily, not heed- 
ing his companion, " that I saw the figures of a man and 
woman. If there is not a cairn of stone somewhere about 
this spot, I shall believe my dream false, and confess my- 
self an old fool." 

"Well — as I said before," rejoined the other, laughing, 
" anything — a scrap of paper, an old blanket, or a broken 
wagon-tongue will do. Columbus helped his course and 
kept up his crew on a fragment of seaweed. But what are 
the men looking at? Great God! There is something 
moving by yonder rock ! " 

By one common superstitious instinct the whole party 
had crowded together — those who, a few moments before, 
had been loudest in their skepticism, held their breath with 
awe, and trembled with excitement — as the shambling 
figure that had watched them enter the canon rose from its 
lair, and taking upon itself a human semblance, with un- 
couth gestures and a strange hoarse cry made towards 
them. • It was Dumphy ! 



40 OM THE THKESHOLD 

The leader was the first to recover himself. 
vanced from the rest and met Dumphy half-way. 
"Who are youl" 



"What's the matter 1" 

" Starving. " 

" Where are the others J " 

Dumphy cast a suspicious glance at him and said, — 

"Who!" 

"The others. You are cot alone! " 

"Yes, I am!" 

"How did jou get hecel '' 

" What 'a that to you ? 1 'm here and starving. GimmE 
Buthin' to eat and drink." 

He sank exhaustedly on all fours again. 

There waa a murmur of sympathy from the men. 

"Give him suthin'. Don't you see he can't stand — 
much less talk ! Where 's the doctor ! " 

And then the younger of the leaders thus adjured, — 
"Leave him to me — he wonts my help just now more 
than joura, " 

He poured some hrandy down his throat. Dumphy 
gasped, and then staggered to his feet, 

"What did you aay your name was ? " asked the young 
Burgeon kindly. 

"Jackson," said Dumphy, with a defiantly hlank look. 

"Where from!" 

"Missouri." 

"How did yon get here!" 

"Strayed from my party." 

"And they are" — 

" Gone on. Gimme suthin' to eat ! " 

" Take him hack to camp and hand him over to Sanchez. 
He 'il know what to do," said the surgeon to one of the 
men. " Well, Blunt," he continued, addressing the leader, 
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"you're saved — but your nine men in buckram have 
dwindled down to one, and not a very creditable specimen 
at that," he said, as his eyes followed the retreating 
Dumphy. 

"I wish it were all, doctor," said Blunt simply; "I 
would be willing to go back now, but something tells me 
we have only begun. This one makes everything else 
possible. What have you there 1 " 

One of the men was approaching, holding a slip of paper 
with ragged edges, as if torn from some position where it 
had been nailed. 

"A notiss — from a tree. Me no sabe," said the ex- 
vaquero. 

"Nor I," said Blunt, looking at it; "it seems to be in 
German. Call Glohr." 

A tall Swiss came forward. Blunt handed him the 
paper. The man examined it. 

" It is a direction to find property — important and valu- 
able property — buried." 

" Where 1 " 

"Under a cairn of stones." 

The surgeon and Blunt exchanged glances. 

" Lead us there ! " said Blunt. 

It was a muffled monotonous tramp of about an hour. 
At the end of that time they reached a spur of the moun- 
tain around which the canon turned abruptly. Blunt 
uttered a cry. Before them was a ruin — a rude heap of 
stones originally symmetrical and elevated, but now thrown 
down and dismantled. The snow and earth were torn up 
around and beneath it. On the snow lay some scattered 
papers, a portfolio of drawings of birds and flowers; a 
glass case of insects broken and demolished, and the scat- 
tered feathers of a few stuffed birds. At a little distance 
lay what seemed to be a heap of ragged clothing. At the 
sight of it the nearest horseman uttered a shout and leaped 
to the ground. It was Mrs. Brackett, dead. 




SaB had been dead about a week. The features and 
clothing were scarcely recognizable; the limbs were drawn 
up convulsively. The young surgeon bent over her atten- 

" Starved to death 1 " said Blunt interrogatively. 

The Burgeon did not reply, but rose and examined the 
BCOttered specimens. One of them be picked up and 
placed first to his nose and then to his lipa. After a pause 
he replied quietly, — 

"No. I'oisonod." 

The men full back from the body. 

"Accidentally, I think," continued the suTgeon coolly; 
"the poor creature lias been driven by starvation t-o attack 
the ■pocinieiis. They have been covered with a strong 
■olution of arsenic to preserve them from the ravages of 
fnMctii, and this starving woman has been the first to fall 
> victim to llio collector's caution." 

There wn« a general movement of horror and indignation 
among the men. "Shoost to keep dem birds," said the 
irntn SwIm. " Kitting women to save his cussed game," 
nald another. The surgeon smiled. It was an inauspi- 
cioua moment for Dr. Devarges to have introduced himself 
in perNon, 

"If thiN enthusiastia naturalist ia still living, I hops 
Im 'II kofp away from tlie men for some hours," said the 
»urgui]ii to Hlunt privately. 

"Who in hel" asked the other. 
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''A foreigner — a savant of some note, I should say, in 
his own country. I think I have heard the name before 
— * Devarges, ' " replied the surgeon, looking over some 
papers that he had picked up. "He speaks of some sur- 
prising discoveries he has made, and evidently valued his 
collection very highly." 

"Are they worth re-collecting and preserving?" asked 
Blunt. 

"Not now!" said the surgeon. "Every moment is 
precious. Humanity first, science afterward," he added 
lightly, and they rode on. 

And so the papers and collections preserved with such 
care, the evidence of many months of patient study, priva- 
tion, and hardship, the records of triumph and discovery, 
were left lying upon the snow. The wind came down the 
flanks of the mountain and tossed them hither and thither 
as if in scorn, and the sun, already fervid, heating the 
metallic surfaces of the box and portfolio, sank them deeper 
in the snow, as if to bury them from the sight forever. 

By skirting the edge of the valley where the snow had 
fallen away from the mountain-side, they reached in a few 
hours the blazed tree at the entrance of the fateful canon. 
The placard was still there, but the wooden hand that once 
pointed in the direction of the buried huts had, through 
some mischance of wind or weather, dropped slightly, and 
was ominously pointing to the snow below. This was still 
so deep in drifts that the party were obliged to leave their 
horses and enter the canon a-foot. Almost unconsciously, 
this was done in perfect silence, walking in single file, 
occasionally climbing up the sides of the canon where the 
rocks offered a better foothold than the damp snow, until 
they reached a wooden chimney and part of a roof that 
now reared itself above the snow. Here they paused and 
iooked at each other. The leader approached the chim* 
ney, and leaning over it called within. 




44 OS THE THRESHOLD 

There was no responee. Presently, however, the c^on 
took up the gliout and repeated it, and then there was a 
Htlenue bruken only by the falling of an icicle from a rock, 
or a nnowelide from the hill above. Then all was quiet 
again, until Blunt, after a moment's heeitation, walked 
around to the opening and descended into the hut. He 
had scarcely disappeared, as it seemed, before he retuTD<ed, 
looking very white and grave, and beckoned to the sur- 
geon. He instantly followed. After a little, the rest of 
the party, one after another, went down. They stayed 
wnio time, and then came slowly to the surface bearing 
three dead bodies. They returned again quickly, and then 
brought up the dissevered members of a fourth. This 
done they looked at each other in silence. 

"There should be another cabin here," said Blunt after 
B pause. 

"Hero it is!" said one of the men, pointing to the 
chimney of the second but. 

Tlioro wan no preliminary "hallo!" or hesitation now. 
The worst was known. They all passed rapidly to the 
opening, and disappeared within. When they returned to 
the Hurfnoe they huddled together, — a whispering but 
oxoitod group. They were so much preoccupied that they 
did not Heo that their party was suddenly increased by the 
pruNenoo of a strimgei. 
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THE FOOTPBINTS OBOW FAINTEB 

It was Philip Ashley I Philip Ashley, — faded, travel- 
worn, hollow-eyed, hut nervously energetic and eager. 
Philip, who four days hefore had left Grace the guest of 
a hospitahle trapper's half-hreed family in the California 
Valley. Philip — gloomy, discontented, hateful of the 
quest he had undertaken, hut still fulfilling his promise 
to Grace and the savage dictates of his own conscience. 
It was Philip Ashley, who now, standing heside the hut, 
turned half-cynically, half-indiflferently toward the party. 

The surgeon was first to discover him. He darted for- 
ward with a cry of recognition, "Poinsett! Arthur! — 
what are you doing here ? '' 

Ashley's face flushed crimson at the sight of the 
stranger. 

"Hush!" he said almost involuntarily. He glanced 
rapidly around the group, and then in some emharrassment 
replied with awkward literalness, "I left my horse with 
the others at the entrance of the canon." 

"I see," said the surgeon hriskly, "you have come with 
relief like ourselves ; hut you are too late ! too late ! " 

" Too late ! " echoed Ashley. 

" Yes, they are all dead or gone I " 

A singular expression crossed Ashley^s face. It was 
unnoticed by the surgeon, who was whispering to Blunt. 
Presently he came forward. 

"Captain Blunt, this is Lieutenant Poinsett of the 
Fifth Infantry, an old messmate of mine, whom I have 
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not met before for two years. He is here, like ourselves, 
on an errand of mercy. It is like him ! " 

the unmistakable air of high breeding and intelligence 
which distinguished Philip always, and the cordial indoree- 
ment of the young eurgeon, prepossessed the party instantly 
in bis favor. With that recognition, something of his 
singular embarrassment dropped away, 

"Who are those people 1 " he ventured at last to say. 

"Their names are on this paper, which we found nailed 
to a tree. Of course, with no survivor present, we are 
unable to identify them all. The hut occupied by Dr. 
Devarges, whose body, buried in the snow, we have iden- 
tified by his clothing, and the young girl Grace Gonroy 
and her child-sister, are the only ones we are positive 
about" 

Philip looked at the doctor. 

"How have yon identified the young girl J" 

"By her clothing, which was marked." 

Philip remembered that Grace had changed her clothea 
for the suit of a younger brother who was dead. 

"Only by thatl" he asked, 

"No, Dr. Devarges in his papers gives the names of 
the occupants of the hut. We have accounted for all but 
her brother, and a fellow by the name of Ashley." 

"How do you account for them?" asked Philip with a 
dark face. 

"Ran away! What can you expect from that class of 
peoplel " said the surgeon with a contemptuous shrug, 

"What class? " asked Philip almost savagely. 

"My dear hoy," said the surgeon, "you know thero as 
well as I. Didn't they always pass the Fort where we 
were stationed) Didn't they beg what they could, and 
steal what they otherwise couldn't get, and then report to 
Washington the incompetency of the military 1 Weren't 
they always getting up rows with the Indians and then 
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sneaking away to let ua settle the bill J Don't you remem- 
ber them — the men gaunt, sickly,- vulgar, low-toned; the 
women, dirty, snuffy, prematurely old and prematurely 
prolific! " 

Philip tried to combat this picture with his recollection 
of Grace's youthful features, but somehow failed. Within 
the last half-hour his instinctive fastidiousnesa had in- 
creased a hundredfold. He looked at the doctor, and said, 
"Yes." 

"Of course," said the surgeon. "It was the old lot. 
What could you expect) People who could be strong 
only 'n proportion to their physical strength, and losing 
everything with the loss of that J There have been selfish- 
ness, cruelty — God knows — perhaps murder done here ! " 

"Yes, yes," said Philip hastily; "but you were speak- 
ing of this girl, Grace Conroy ; what do you know of her J " 

" Nothing, except that she was found lying there dead 
with her name on her clothes and her sister's blanket in 
her arms, as if the wretches had stolen the dying child 
from the dead girl's arms. But you, Arthur, how chanced 
you to be here in this vicinity ) Are you stationed here 1 " 

"No, I have resigned from the army," 

" Good I and you are here " — 

" Alone 1 " 

"Come, we will talk this over as we return. Ton will 
help me make out my report. This, you know, is an offi- 
cial inquiry, based upon the alleged clairvoyant quality of 
our friend Blunt. I must say we have established that 
fact, if we have been able to do nothing more." 

The sui^eon then liglitly sketched an account of the 
expedition, from its inception in a dream of Blunt (who 
was distinctly impressed with the fact that a number of 
emigrants were perishing from hunger in the Sierras) to 
his meeting with Philip, with such deftness of cynical 
humor and playful satire — qualities that had lightened 
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s of the meea-table of Fort Bobadil — that the 
young men were both presently laughing. Two or three 
of the party who had been engaged in laying out the un- 
buried bodies, and talking in whispers, hearing these fine 
gentlemen make light of the calamity, in well-chosen epi- 
thets, were somewhat ashamed of their own awe, and less 
elegantly, and I fear less grammatically, began to be jocose 
too. Whereat the fastidious Philip frowned, the surgeon 
laughed, and the two friends returned to the entrance of 
the canon, and thence rode out of the valley together, 

Philip's reticence regarding hia own immediate past was 
too characteristic to excite any suspicion or surprise in the 
mind of his friend. In truth, the doctor was too well 
pleased with his presence, and the undoubted support 
which he should have in Philip's sympathetic tastes and 
congenial habits, to think of much else. He was proud 
of his friend, — proud of the impression he had made among 
the rude unlettered men with whom he was forced by the 
conditions of frontier democracy to associate on terms of 
equality. And Philip, though young, was accustomed to 
have hia friends proud of him. Indeed, he always felt 
some complacency with himself that he seldom took advan- 
tage of this fact. Satisfied that he might have confided 
to the doctor the truth of his connection with the ill-fated 
party and hia flight with Grace, and that the doctor would 
probably have regarded him as a hero, he felt less com- 
punction at his suppression of the fact. 

Their way lay by Monument Point and the dismantled 
cairn. Philip had already passed it on his way to the 
canon, and had felt a thankfulness for the unexpected 
tragedy that had, as he believed, conscientiously relieved 
him of a duty to the departed naturalist, yet he could not 
forego a question. 

" Is there anything among these papers and collections 
worth OUT preserving?" he asked the sui^eoD. 
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The doctor, who had not for many months had an oppor- 
tunity to air his general skepticism, was nothing if not 
derogatory. 

"No," he answered shortly. "If there were any way 
that we might restore them to the living Dr. Devarges, 
they might minister to his vanity, and please the poor 
fellow. I see nothing in them that should make them 
worthy to survive him." 

The tone was so like Dr. Devarges' own manner, as 
Philip rememhered it, that he smiled grimly and felt re- 
lieved. When they reached the spot Nature seemed to 
have already taken the same cynical view; the metallic 
case was already deeply sunken in the snow, the wind 
had scattered the papers far and wide^ and even the cairn 
itself had tumbled into a shapeless meaningless ruin. 




IN WHICH THE FOOTPRINTS AEE LOST FOHEVKH 



A FERTiD May auu had been baking the adobe walla of 
the Preaidio of San Geronimo, firing the red tiles, scorch- 
ing the black courtjard, and driving tbe mulea and vaqueroB 
of a train that had just arrived into tbe shade of the long 
galleries of the quadrangle, when the comandante, who waa 
taking his noonday siesta in a low-studded chamber beside 
the guardcoom, was gently awakened by his secretary. For 
thirty years tlie noonday slumbers of tbe commander had 
never been broken ; his first thought was the heathen I — 
his first impulse to reach for his trusty Toledo. But, as it 
BO happened, the cook bad borrowed it that morning to rake 
tortillas from the presidio oven, and Don Jose Salvatierra 
contented himself with sternly demanding the reason for 
this unwonted intrusion. 

"Aaenorita — an American — desires an immediate au- 
dience." 

Don Jos^ removed the black silk handkerchief which 
he had tied round his grizzled brows, and sat up. Before 
he could assume a more formal attitude, the door was 
timidly opened, and a young girl entered. For all the 
disfigurement of scant, coarse, ill-fitting clothiog, or the 
hollowness of her sweet eyes, and even the tears that 
dimmed their long lashes; for all the sorrow that bad 
pinched her young cheek and straightened the coniera of 
her childlike mouth, she was still so fair, eo frank, so 
youthful, so innocent and helpless, that the comandante 
stood erect, and then bent forward in a salutation that 
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almost swept the floor. Apparently the prepossession was 
mutual. The young girl took a quick survey of the gaunt 
but gentlemanlike figure before her, cast a rapid glance at 
the serious but kindly eyes that shone above the comman- 
der's iron-gray mustaches, dropped her hesitating, timid 
manner, and, with an impulsive gesture and a little cry, 
ran forward and fell upon her knees at his feet. The 
commander would have raised her gently, but she restrained 
his hand. 

"No, no, listen! I am only a poor, poor girl, without 
friends or home. A month ago, I left my family starving 
in the mountains, and came away to get them help. My 
brother came with me. God was good to us, senor, and 
after a weary tramp of many days we found a trapper's 
hut, and food and shelter. Philip, my brother, went back 
alone to succor them. He has not returned. Oh, sir, he 
may be dead ; they all may be dead — God only knows ! 
It is three weeks ago since he left me; three weeks! It 
is a long time to be alone, senor, a stranger in a strange 
land. The trapper was kind, and sent me here to you for 
assistance. You will help me ? I know you will. You 
will find them, my friends, my little sister, my brother ! " 

The commander waited until she had finished, and then 
gently lifted her to a seat by his side. Then he turned to 
his secretary, who, with a few hurried words in Spanish, 
answered the mute inquiry of the commander's eyes. The 
young girl felt a thrill of disappointment as she saw that 
her personal appeal had been lost and unintelligible; it 
was with a slight touch of defiance that was new to her 
nature that she turned to the secretary who advanced as 
interpreter. 

"You are an American? " 

"Yes," said the girl curtly, who had taken one of the 
strange, swift, instinctive dislikes of her sex to the man. 

"How many years? " 
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'VU^ aammiiud«ri Almost unoonsciouBly, laid his brown 
knuU MU htir aluMWriug ovurlt. 

Hkn lu*Mitoi(«d »nd looked «t the commander. 

'I'ltMU Mli(i h^NiiHtredj audi with a defiant glance at the 

'MiiVK Ui (UM iUi) uam^ ol aome of your company, Mees 

** VW\\\\i A>*hWy, tltthritd Couroy, Peter Dumphy, Mrs. 
•ImiM lluiuitli.y," kihu Muid at laat. 

'n«M MMiUMimy M^t^uud a deak^ took out a printed docu- 
Hkmi^ uuftiUluil it, aud glauoed over its contents. Pres- 
mi\]^ l«» ki4(iilud it to th^ oommander with the comment 
*' iiiicMM-'' TUii uuiumauder said ^^Bueno'^ also, and 
lllmii;i;t( l^iiully uuU ruatMUviugly at Qrace. 

'*4m M^i^iiiUtiuu hum the upper presidio has found 
yHii^a nt i4 \mi}i ul Amtuioaua in the Sierra, '^ said the 
f?M>Ht4iU\y muuMUmuuttly. ^^There are names like these." 

** |M«< ll*M ttHUiu — it U our party ! ** said Grace joyously. 

*' V«M* «H.Y hir< " ttttUl thi> secretary cautiously. 

•• V"W|" «Hivl Ih'utHi vluttautly. 

'I'Im' i9t;iuuiuv.Y uUuuud at the paper again, and then said, 
|'^»/tuitt mI- iiv»4«« iutuut\.Y, — 

'"Hh-iu iti Mil uum^ uf Meea Qraiiaahly." 

I 1m: Ini Idiuul tiuUdtmly vlyed the cheek of Grace and 
l/c^ «)i4i«lij ilvun^mil. Hhe vaiaevl her eyes imploringly to 
f)ii < j^mimuimIuv I( bUe ouuUl have reached him directly, 
MJi*: w.Mi|ii l(MVi} ilu'itwu htu'tielt at his feet and confessed 
l^i inhuct III, i((:uiii(.; Lut ^^ tthrank from a confidence that 
|p.:| |j|li;M:<( UuMU^U i\\^ csu^soiousness of the secretary. 
^o u|k |ii;^mt Im Iuuuu l^i^hly with the issue. 
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"It is a mistake," she said. "But the name of Philip, 
my brother, is there ? " 

"The name of Philip Ashley is here," said the secretary 
grimly. 

" And he is alive and safe ! " cried Grace, forgetting in 
her relief and joy her previous shame and mortification. 

"He is not found," said the secretary. 

" Not found ? " said Grace, with widely opened eyes. 

"He is not there." 

"No, of course," said Grace, with a nervous hysterical 
laugh; "he was with me; but he came back — he re- 
turned." 

" On the 30th of April there is no record of the finding 
of Philip Ashley." 

Grace groaned and clasped her hands. In her greater 
anxiety now, all lesser fears were forgotten. She turned 
and threw herself before the commander. 

" Oh, forgive me, senor, but I swear to you I meant no 
harm! Philip is not my brother, but a friend, so kind, 
so good. He asked me to take his name, poor boy, God 
knows if he will ever claim it again, and I did. My name 
is not Ashley. I know not what is in that paper, but it 
must tell of my brother, Gabriel, my sister, of all! O 
senor, are they living or dead? Answer me you must — 
for — I am — I am Grace Conroy ! " 

The secretary had refolded the paper. He opened it 
again, glanced over it, fixed his eyes upon Grace, and, 
pointing to a paragraph, handed it to the commander. 
The two men exchanged glances, the commander coughed, 
rose, and averted his face from the beseeching eyes of 
Grace. A sudden death-like chill ran through her limbs as, 
at a word from the commander, the secretary rose and 
placed the paper in her hands. 

Grace took it with trembling fingers. It seemed to be 
a proclamation in Spanish. 
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"I cannot read it," she Baid, stamping her little foot 
writb pansionate vehemenoe, "Tell me what it says." 

At u sign from the commander, the secretary opened the 
paper and aroae. The communder, with his face averted, 
louked through the open window. The light streaming 
tlirtiugli it" deep, tniiiiol-like embrasure, fell upon the cen- 
tral figure of Dnice, with her shapely head slightly bent 
forwurd, her lips apart, and her eager, passionate eyes 
lixtid upoti the commander. The Gecretary cleared his 
Ihroitt iu U [Mirfunutory manner; and, with the ( 
prid«) of an irreproachable linguist, began, — 



T" IIIH UXtJKliLKKCY THE COMANDANTE OF THE PEE- 
aiDlO OP SAN FEI.IPB 

I huvB the honor to report that the expedition sent out to 
thIIdvu uurlnin diitroMed emigrants iu the fastnesses of the 
Hinrni NevaiInN, guid expedition being sent on the informa- 
tion of J kill Jose DIuent of San Geronimo, found in a 
cafioi) eaut of the Canada del Diablo the evidences of the 
rauonli exUtwioti of suoh emigrants buried in the enow, and 
tlm iiielaiioholy and dec ply -to- be- deplored record of their 
flUtToringa, altandunnient, and death. A written record 
jireaerved by tlieae miserable and most infelicitous ones 
gives the names and history oi their organiration, known 
an "(Japtain C'onroy'a Party," a copy of which is aimexed 
below. 

The remains ot five of these nnfortunates were recovered 
from the snow, but it was impossible to identify but two, 
who were buried with sacred and reverential rites. 

Our Boldiera liehaved with that gallantry, coolness, 
patriotism, iutlexible liardihood, and high -principled devo- 
tion wbieh ever animate the swelling heart of the Mexican 
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■warrior. Nor can too niiich praise 'he given to the volun- 
tary efforta of one Don Arthur Poinsett, late lieutenant of 
the Army of the United States of America, who, though 
himself a voyager and stranger, assisted our commander in 
the efforts of humanity. 

The wretched dead appeared to have expired from hun- 
ger, although one was evidently a victim — 

The tongue of the translator hesitated a moment, and 
then with an air of proud superiority to the diificultiea of 
the English language, he resumed, — 

A victim to f y poison. It ia to be regretted that among 
the victims was the famous Doctor Paul Devarges, a Nat- 
ural, and collector of the stuffed Bird and Beast, a name 
most illustrious in science. 

The aecretary paused, his voice dropped its pretentious 
pitch, he lifted his eyes from the paper, and fixing them 
on Grace, repeated, deliberately, — 

The bodies who were identified were those of Paul De- 
vaiges and Grace Conroy. 

"Oh, no! no!" said Grace, clasping her hands wildly; 
"it is a mistake! You are trying to frighten me, a poor, 
helpless, friendless girl! You are punishing me, gentle- 
men, because you know I have done wrong, becauae you 
think I have lied! Oh, have pity, gentlemen. My God 
— save me — Philip!" 

And with a loud, despairing cry, she rose to her feet, 
caught at the clustering tendrils of her hair, raised her 
little hands, palms upward, high in air, and then sank 
perpendicularly, as if crushed and beaten flat, a pale and 
■eneeleBS heap upon the Boor. 
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The commander stooped over the prostrate girl. 

"Send Manuela here," he said quickly, waving aside 
the proffered aid of the secretary, with an impatient gesture 
quite unlike his usual gravity, as he lifted the unconscious 
Grace in his arms. 
/ An Indian waiting-woman hurriedly appeared, and as- 

sisted the commander to lay the fainting girl upon a couch. 

" Poor child I " said the commander, as Manuela, bend- 
ing over Grace, unloosed her garments with ^sympathetic 
feminine hands. " Poor little one, and without a father ! '' 

"Poor woman!'' said Manuela to herself, half aloud; 
*'and without a husband." 
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AFTER FIVE YEARS 
CHAPTER I 

ONE HO BSE GULCH 

It was a season of unexampled prosperity in One Horse 
Gulch, Even tlie deapoudent original locator, who, in a 
fit of depressed alcoholism, had given it that infelicitous 
title, would have admitted its injustice, but that he fell 
a victim to the "craftily qualified" cups of San Francisco 
long before the Gulch had hecome prosperous. " Hed 
Jim Btuck to straight whiskey he might hev got his pile 
outer the very ledge whar his cabin stood," said a local 
critic. But Jim did not; after taking a thousand dollars 
from his claim, he had flown to San Francisco, where, 
gorgeously arrayed, he had flitted from champagne to 
cognac, and from gin to lager beer, until he brought hia 
gilded and ephemeral existence to a close in the country 
hospital. 

Howbeit, One Horse Gulch survived not only its god- 
father, hut the baleful promise of its unhallowed cluisten- 
ing. It had its hotel and its temperance bouse, its ex- 
press office, its saloons, its two squares of low wooden 
buildings in the main street, its clustering nests of cabins 
on the hillsides, its freshly-hewn stumps, and its lately- 
cleared lots. Yo\ing in years, it still had its memories, 
experiences, and antiquities. The first tent pitched by 
Jim Whit« was stilt standing, the bullet holes were yet to 
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be Betsn in tho shuttere of the Gachucha aaloon, when the 
great light took place between liostou .Toe, Harry Worth, 
ami Thompson of Angel's; from the upper loft of Wat- 
son's "Emporium" a beam etill projeettd from which a 
year ago a noted citizen had been HUHpended. after au in- 
fonaal inquiry into the ownership of some mules that he 
was found posseseed of. Near it was a small unpreten- 
tious square shed, where the famous caucus had met that 
had selected the delegates who chose the celebrated and 
Honorable Blank to represent California in the councils of 
the nation. 

It was raining. Not in the uaual direct, honest, per- 
pendicular fashion of that mountain region, but only sug- 
gestively, and in a vague, uncertain sort of way, as if it 
might at any time prove to be fog or mist, and any money 
wagered upon it would be hazardous. It was raining as 
much from below aa above, and the lower limba of the 
loungers who gathered around the square box etove that 
stood in Brigga's warehouse exhaled a cloud of steam. 
The loungers in Briggs's were those who from deficiency 
of taste or the requisite capital avoided the gambling and 
drinking saloons, and quietly appropriated biscuits from 
the convenient barrel of the generous Briggs, or filled their 
pipes from his open tobacco canisters, with the general 
suggestion in their manner that their company fully com- 
pensated for any was to of hia material. 

They had been smoking silently — a silence only broken 
by the occasional hiss of expectoration against tho hot 
Btove, — when the door of a back room opened softly, and 
Gabriel Conroy entered. 

"How is he gettin' on, Gabel" asked one of the 
loungers. 

"So, 80," said Gabriel. "You'll want to shift those 
bandages again," he said, turning to Briggs, "afore the 
doctor comes. I'd come back in an hour, but I've got 
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to drop in and see how Steve 's gettin' on, and it 's a 
matter of two miles from home." 

But he says he won't let anybody tech him but you," 
said Mr. Briggs. 

"I know he says ao," aaid Gabriel soothingly; "but 
he'll get over that. That 's what Stimson aed when ha 
waa took worse, hut he got over that, and I never got to 
aee him except in time to lay him out." 

The juatice of thia was admitted even by Briggs, al- 
though evidently disappointed. Gabriel was waUciag to 
the door, when another voice from the stove stopped him. 

"Oh, Gahe! you mind that emigrant family with tha 
sick baby camped down the gulch! Well, the haby up 
and died last night," 

"I want to know," said Gabriel, with thoughtful gravity. 

"Yes, and that woman's in a heap of trouble. Could n't 
you kinder drop in in passing and look after thJnga} " 

"I will," said Gabriel thoughtfully. 

" I thought you 'd like to know it, and I thought she 'A 
like me to tell yon," said the speaker, settliog himself back 
again over the stove with the air of a man who had just 
fulfilled, at great personal sacrifice and labor, a work of 
supererogation. 

"You're always thoughtful of other folks, Johnson," 
said Briggs admiringly. 

"Well, yes," said Johnson, with a modest serenity; "I 
allers allow that men in Californy ought to think of others 
besides themselves. A little keer and a little sahe on my 
part, and there 's that family in the gulch made comforta- 
ble with Gahe around 'em." 

Meanwhile this homely inciter of the unselfish virtues 
of One Horse Gulch had passed out into the rain and dark- 
ness. So oonacientioualy did he fulfill his various obliga- 
tions, that it was neatly one o'clock before he reached hia 
rude hut on the hillside, a rough cabin of pine logs, >a 
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impiet«iiti<iua and vild in exterior m to be but a alighi 
impTovement on nature. The vines clambered unr^ 
etrainedlj over the bark-tbatcbed roof ; the birds occupied 
tbe crevices of the walls, the squirrel ale hia acoms on the 
ridgepole without fear and without reproach. 

Softly drawing the wooden peg lliat served as a bolt, 
Gabriel entered with that noiselessnesa and caution that 
were habitual to him. Lighting a candle by the embers 
of a dying fire, he carefully looked around him. The 
cabin was divided into two compartments by the aid of a 
canvas stretched between the walls, with a flap for tba 
doorway. On a pine table lay several garments appar- 
ently belonging to a girl of seven or eight, — a frock griev- 
ously rent and torn, a frayed petticoat of white flannel 
already patched with material taken from a red shirt, and 
a pair of stockings so excessively and sincerely darned, as 
to have lost nRsiiy all of their original fabric in repeated 
bits of relief that covered almost the entire structure. 
Gabriel looked at these articles ruefully, and, slowly pick- 
ing them up, examined each with the greatest gravity and 
concern. Then he took off his coat and boots, and having 
in this way settled himself into an easy dishabille, he t«ok 
a box from the shelf, and proceeded to lay out thread and 
needles, when he was interrupted by a child's voice fiom 
behind the canvas screen. 

" Is that you, Gabe ? " 

" Yes." 

" Oh, Gabe, I got tired and went to bed." 

" I see you did," said Gabriel dryly, picking up a needle 
and thread that had apparently been abandoned after a. 
slight excursion into the neighborhood of a rent and left 
hopelessly sticking in the petticoat. 

" Yes, Gabe ; they 're so awfully old ! " 

" Old ! ** repeated Gabe reproachfully. " Old ! Lettin' 
^ a l!ttl« wear and tear, they 're aa good sa th«y avu 
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were. That petticoat is etronger," aaid Gabriel, holding 
up the garment and eyeing the patches with a slight glow 
of artistic pride — "stronger, Oily, than the first day you 

" But that 's five years ago, Gabe. " 

"Well," said Gabriel, turning round and addressing 
himself impatiently to the screen, "wot if it ia) " 

"And I 've growed." 

"Growed!" aaid Gabriel scornfully. "And haven't I 
let out the tucks, and didn't I put three fingers of the 
beat sacking around the waist t You'll Just ruin me in 
clothes. " 

Oily laughed from behind the screen. Finding, how- 
ever, no response from the grim worker, presently there 
appeared a curly head at the flap, and then a slim little 
girl, in the scantiest of nightgowns, ran, and began to 
nestle at his side, and to endeavor to inwrap herself in his 
waistcoat. 

"Ob, go 'way!" said Gabriel, with a severe voice and 
the most shameless signs of relenting in his face. "Go 
away 1 What do you care ) Here I might slave myself 
to death to dress you in silks and satins, and you 'd dip 
into the first ditch or waltz tlirough the first underbrush 
that you kera across. You have n't got no sabe in dress. 
Oily. It ain't ten days ago aa I iron-bqund and copper- 
fastened that dress, so to speak, and look at it now ! Oily, 
look at it now!" And he held it up indignantly before 
the maiden. 

OUy placed the top of her bead against the breast of her 
brother as a point d'appui, and began to revolve around 
him aa if she wished to bore a way into hie inmost feeU 
inga. 

" Oh, you ain't mad, Gabe ! " she said, leaping first over 
one knee and then over the other without lifting her head. 
"You ain't mad!" 
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Gabriel did not deign to reply, but continued mending 
the frayed petticoat in dignified silence. 

"Who did you see down townl" said Oily, not at all 
rebufTed. 

"No one," said Gabriel shortly, 

"You did! You amell of linnymenta and peppermint," 
said Oily, with a positive shake of the head. "You've 
been to Briggs's and the new family up the gulch," 

"Yes," said Gabriel, "that Mexican's legs ia better, but 
the baby 'a dead. Jest remind me, to-morrow, to look 
through mother's things for suthin' for that poor woman." 

"Gabe, do you know what Mrs. Markle says of you)" 
said Oily, suddenly raising her head. 

"No," replied Gabriel, with an affectation of indiffer- 
ence that, like all his affectationa, was a perfect failure. 

"She says," said Oily, "that you want to be looked 
after yourself more 'n all these people. She says you 're 
just throwing yourself away on other folks. She says I 
ought to have a woman to look after me." 

Gabriel stopped bis work, laid down the petticoat, and 
taking the curly head of Oily between his knees, with one 
hand beneath her chin and the other on the top of her 
head, turned her mischievous face towards his, "Oily," 
he said seriously, " when I got you outer the snow at 
Starvation Camp; when I toted you on my back for miles 
till we got into the valley ; when we lay by thar for two 
weeks, And me a felling trees and picking up provisions 
here and thar, in the wood or the river, wharever thar was 
bird or fish, I reckon you got along as well — I won't say 
better — ez if you had a woman to look arter you. When 
at last we kem here to this camp, and I built this yer 
house, I don't think any woman could hev done better. 
If they could, I 'm wrong, and Mrs. Markle 'b right." 

Oily began to be uncomfortable. Then the quick in- 
etincte of her sex came to her relief, and she archly assumed 
the aggressive. 
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"I think Mrs. Markle likes you, Gabe.'^ 

Gabriel looked down at the little figure in alann. There 
are some subjects whereof the youngest of womankind has 
an instinctive knowledge that makes the wisest of us 
tremble. 

"Go to bed, Oily," said the cowardly Gabriel. 

But Oily wanted to sit up, so she changed the subject. 

"The Mexican you're tendin' isn't a Mexican, he 's a 
Chileno; Mrs. Markle says so." 

"May be; it's all the same. / call him a Mexican. 
He talks too straight, anyway," said Gabriel indifferently. 

"Did he ask you any more questions about — about old 
times ? " continued the girl. 

" Yes ; he wanted to know everything that happened in 
Starvation Camp. He was reg'larly took with poor 
Gracie; asked a heap o' questions about her — how she 
acted, and seemed to feel as bad as we did about never 
heafing anything from her. I never met a man. Oily, 
afore, as seemed to take such an interest in other folks' 
sorrers as he did. You 'd have tho't he 'd been one of 
the party. And he made me tell him all about Dr. De- 
varges." 

"And Philip? " queried Oily. 

"No," said Gabriel, somewhat curtly. 

"Gabriel," said Oily sullenly, "I wish you did n't talk 
so to people about those days." 

" Why ? " asked Gabriel wonderingly. 

"Because it ain't good to talk about. Gabriel dear," 
she continued, with a slight quivering of the upper lip, 
"sometimes I think the people round yer look upon us 
sorter queer. That little boy that came here with the 
emigrant family wouldn't play with me, and Mrs. Mar- 
kle' s little girl said that we did dreadful things up there 
in the snow. He said I was a cannon-ball." 

"A what?" asked Gabriel. 



64 AFTER FIVE YEARS 

"A cimnon-bBll I He said that you and I " — 

"Hush," interrupted Gabriel sternly, as an angry flush 
came into his sunburnt cheek; "1 '11 jest bust that boy if 
I see him round yer agin." 

"But, Gabriel," persisted Oily, "nobody" — 

"Will you go to bed. Oily, and not catch your death 
yer on this cold floor asking ornery and perfectly ridicku- 
lus questions!" said Gabriel briskly, lifting her to her 
feet. "Thet Markle girl ain't got no sense anyway — . 
ahe 'a allers leading you round in ditches, ruinin' your 
beat clothes, and keepin' me up half the night mendia' on 
"em." 

Thus admonished, Oily retreated behind the canvas 
Bcreen, and Gabriel resumed hia needje and thread. But 
the thread became entangled, and was often snappishly 
broken, and Gabriel sewed imaginary, vindictive atitchea 
in the imaginary calves of an imaginary youthful emigrant, 
until Olly'a voice again broke the silence. 

"Ob, Gabe!" 

"Yes," said Gabriel, putting down hia work despair- 
ingly. 

" Do you thmk — that Philip — ate Grace t " 

Gabriel rose swiftly, and disappeared behind the screen. 
Ab he did so, the door softly opened, and a man stepped 
into the cabin. The new-comer cast a rapid glance around 
the dimly lighted room, and then remained motionless in 
the doorway. From behind the screen came the .sound of 
voicee. The stranger hesitated, and then uttered a slight 
cough. 

In an instant Gabriel reappeared. The look of angry 
concern at the intrusion turned to one of absolute stupefac- 
tion as he examined the stranger more attentively. The 
new-comer smiled faintly, yet politely, and then, with a 
Blight halt in hia atep, moved towards a chair, into which 
he dropped with a deprecating gesture. 
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"I shall sit — and you shall pardon me. You have 
surprise I Yesi Five, six hour ago you leave me very 
sick on a bed — where you are bo kind — so good, Yesi 
Ah) You see me here now, and you say crazy! Mad!" 

He raised his right hand with the fingers upward, 
twirled tbem to signify Gabiiel's supposed idea of a whirl- 
ing brain, and smiled again. 

" Listen. Comes to me an hour ago a message most 
important. Most necessary it is I go to-aight — now, to 
Marysville. You see. Yea J I rise and drees myself. 
Ha! I have great strength for the effort. I am better. 
But I say to myself, ' Victor, you shall first pay your re- 
spects to the good Pike who have been bo kiod, ao good. 
You shall press the hand of tbe noble grand miner who 
have recover you.' Bueno, I am here! " 

He extended a tbin, nervous brown band, and for the 
first time Gince his entrance concentrated liis keen black 
eyes, which had roved over the apartment and taken in its 
minutest details, upon hia host. 

Gabriel, lost in bewilderment, could only gasp — 

"But you ain't well enough, you know. You can't 
walk yet. You 'II kill yourself! " 

Tbe stranger smiled. 

"Yea! — you tbiok — you think T Look now! Waita 
me, outside, the horse of the livery-stable man. How 
many miles you think to the stage townT Fifteen." (He 
emphasized them with hia five uplifted fingers.) "It ia 
nothing. Two hour comes the stage and I am there. 
Ha!" 

Even as he spoke, with a gesture, as if brushing away 
all difficulties, hia keen eyea were resting upon a little 
shelf above the chimney, whereon stood an old-fashioned 
daguerreotype case open. He rose, and, with a slight 
baiting step and an expression of pain, limped across the 
room to the shelf, and took up the daguerreotype. 
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"A ciumou-ball ! He said that you and I " — 
"Hush," interrupted Gabriel sternly, as an angry flush 
came into his sunburnt cheek; "I '11 jest bust that boy if 
I see him round yer agin." 

"But, Gabriel," persisted Oily, "nobody" — 
"Will you go to bed, Oily, and not catch your death 
yer on this cold floor asking ornery and perfectly ridicku- 
lus questional" said Gabriel briskly, lifting her to her 
feet. "Thet Markle girl ain't got no sense anyway — 
she 'a allers leading you round in ditches, niinin' your 
best clothes, and keepin' me up half the night mendia' on 

Thus admonished. Oily retreated behind the canvaB 
screen, and Gabriel resumed his needje and thread. But 
the thread became entangled, and was often snappishly 
broken, and Gabriel sewed imaginary, vindictive stitches 
in the imaginary calves of an imaginary youthful emigrant, 
imtil OUj'b voice again broke the silence. 

"Oh, Gabel" 

"Yes," said Gabriel, putting down his work despair- 
ingly. 

" Do you think — that Philip — ate Grace 1 " 

Gabriel rose swiftly, and disappeared behind the screen. 
Ab he did so, the door softly opened, and a man stepped 
into the cabin. The new-comer cast a rapid glance around 
the dimly lighted room, and then remained motionless in 
the doorway. From behind the screen came the .sound of 
voices. The stranger hesitated, and then uttered a slight 
cough. 

In an instant Gabriel reappeared. The look of a 
concern at the intrusion turned to one of absolute si 
tion as he examined the stranger more attentively, j 
new-comer smiled faintly, yet politely, and then, A 
slight halt in his step, moved towards a chair, int^^ 
he dropped with a deprecating gesture. 
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" What have we ? " he asked. 

"It ia Gracie," said Gabriel, brightenbg up. "Taken 
the day we etarted from St. Jo." 

"How long! " 

"Six years ago. She was fourteen then," said Gabriel, 
taking the case in his hand and brushing the glass fondly 
with his palm. "Thar warn't no puttier gal in all Mis- 
souri," he added, with fraternal pride, looking down upon 
the picture with moistened eyes. "Eh — what did you 
eayl" 

The stranger had uttered a few words hastily in a for- 
eign tongue. But they were apparently complimentary, 
for when Gabriel looked up at him with an inquiring 
glance, he was smiling and saying, "Beautiful! Angelic! 
Very pretty ! " with eyea still fixed upon the picture. 
"And it ia like — ah, I see the brother's face, too," he 
said gravely, comparing Gabriel's face with the picture. 
Gabriel looked pleased. Any nature less simple than his 
would have detected the polite fiction. In the square, 
honest face of the brother there was not the faintest sug- 
gestion of the delicate, girliKh, poetical oval before him. 

"It is precious," said the stranger; "and it ia all, ha? " 

"All?" echoed Gabriel inquiringly. 

" You have nothing more 1 " 

"No." 

"A line of her writing, a letter, her private papers 
would be a treasure, eh ? " 

" She left nothing, " said Gabriel simply, " but her 
clothes. You know she put on a boy's suit — Johnny's 
clothes — when she left. Thet's how it alius puzzles me 
thet they knew who she was, when they came across the 
poor child dead." 

The stranger did not speak, and Gabriel went on, — 

"It was nigh on a month afore I got back. When I 
did, the snow was gone, and there war n't no track or trace 
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of anybody. Then I heerd the story I told ye — thet a 
relief patty had found 'em all dead — and thet among the 
dead was Grace. How that poor child ever got back thar 
alone (for that war n't no trace or mention of the man she 
went away with) is what gets me. And that there 'b my 
trouble, Mt. Ramitez! To think of thet pooty darlin' 
climbing back to the old neat, and finding no one thar! 
To think of ber coming back, as she allowed, to Oily and 
me, and findin' all her own blood gone, is suthin' thet, at 
times, drives me almost mad. She did n't die of atarva- 
tion; ahe didn't die of cold. Her heart was broke, Mr. 
Kamirez ; her little heart was broke ! " 

The stranger looked at him curiously, but did not speak. 
After a moment's pause, he lifted his bowed head from his 
hands, wiped his eyes with OUy'a flannel petticoat, and 

"For more than a year I tried to get sight o' that re- 
port. Then I tried to find the mission or the presidio 
that the relief party started from, and may be see some of 
that party. But then kem the gold excitement, and the 
Americans took possession of the missions and presidios, 
and when I got to San — San — San " — 

"Geronimo," intettupted Ramirez hastily. 

"Did I telll" asked Gabriel simply. "I don't remem- 
ber that." 

Ramirez showed all his teeth in quick assent, and mo- 
tioned him with his finger to go- on, 

" When I got to San Geronimo, there was nohody, and 
no records left. Then I put a notias in the San Francisco 
paper for Philip Ashley — that was the man as helped her 
away — to communicate with me. But thar weren't no 
answer. " 

Ramirez rose. 

"You are not rich, friend Gabriel 1" 

"No, " said Gabriel. 
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" But you expect — ah — you expect I " 

"Well, I Tcckon some day to make a strike like the 
rest. " 

"Anywhere, my friend I" 

"Anywhere," repeated Gabriel, smiling. 

"Adios," Baid the stranger, going to the door. 

"Adios," repeated Gabriel. "Must you go to-night I 
What 'fl your hurry J You 're sure you feel better now 1 " 

" Better 1" answered Kamirez, with a singular smile. 
"Better! Look, I am so strong! " 

He Btretched out his arms, and expanded his chest, and 
walked erect to the door. 

" You have cured my rheumatism, friend Gabriel. Good- 
night. " 

The door closed behind him. In another moment he 
was in the saddle, and speeding ho swiftly that, in spite 
of mud and darkness, in two hours he had reached the 
mining town where the Wingdara and Sacramento stage- 
coach changed horses. The next morning, while Oily and 
Gabriel were eating breakfast, Mr, Victor Ramirez stepped 
briskly from the stage thst drew up at the Marysville hotel, 
and entered the hotel office. As the clerk looked up in- 
quiringly, Mr. Kamirez handed him a card, — 

"Send that, if you please, to Miss Grace Conroy." 
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Mr, Ramirez followed the porter upstairs, and along 
a Barrow passage, until he reached a larger hall. Here 
the porter indicated that he shotitd wait until he returned, 
and then disapjieared down the darkened vieta of another 
passage. Mr. Ramirez had ample time to observe the fresh- 
ness of tlie boarded partitions and sc^ut detaUs of the inte- 
rior of the International Hotel; be even had time to 
attempt to grapple the foreign mystery of the notice coo- 
spicuoualy on the wall, "Gentlemen are requested not to 
sleep on the stairs," before his companion reappeared, 
Beckoning to Mr. Bamirez, with an air of surly suspi< 
cion, the porter led him along the darkened passage until 
he paused before a door at its farther eiftremity and 
knocked gently. Slight aa was the knock, it had the 
mysterious effect of causing all the other doors along the 
passage to open, and a masculine head to appear at each 
opening. Mr. Ramirez's brow darkened quickly. He 
was sufficiently conversant with the conditions of that early 
civilization to know that, as a visitor to a lady, he was the 
object of every man's curious envy and aggressive suspi- 
cion. There was the sound of light footsteps within, and 
the door opened. The porter lingered long enough to be 
able to decide upon the character and propriety of the 
greeting, and then sullenly retired. The door closed, and 
Mr. Ramirez found himself face to face with the occupant 
of the room. She was a small, slight blonde, who, when 
the SDule that had lit her mouth and e^ee as ahe op«ned 
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tha door faded Buddenly oa she ciosed it, might have pasaed 
for B. plain, indistinctive woman. But for a certain dan- 
gerous submiBsiveneaa of manner — which 1 here humbly 
submit is always to be feared in an all-powerful sex — and 
an address that was rather more deprecatory than occasion 
called for, she would hardly have awakened the admiration 
of our sex or the fears of her own. 

As Ramirez advanced, with both hande impulsively ei- 
teuded, she drew back fihyly, and, pointing to the ceiling 
and walls, aaid quietly, " Cloth and paper ! " 

Eamirez's dark face grew darker. There was a long 
pause. Suddenly the lady lightened the Bhadow that 
seemed to have fallen upon their interview with both her 
teeth and eyes, and, pointing to a chair, said, — 

" Sit down, Victor, and tell me why you have returned 

Victor sat sullenly down. The lady looked all depreca- 
tion and submissiveneBB, but said nothing. 

Bamirez would, in his sullenness, have imitated her, but 
his natural impulsiveneBS was too strong, and he broke 
out,- 

"Look! From the book of the hotel it is better you 
should erase the name of Grace Conroy, and put down your 
own ! " 

" And why, Victor 1 " 

"She asks why," said Victor, appealing to the ceiling. 
"My GodI Because one hundred miles from here live the 
brother and sister of Grace Conroy. I have seen him I " 

"Well." 

"Well," echoed Victor, "Is it welll Listen, You 
shall hear if it is well." 

He drew his chair beside her, and went on in a low, 
earnest voice, — 

"I have at last located the mine. I followed the deseno 
— ^e description of the spot, and all its surroundings — 
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which was in the paper that I — I — found. Good ! It 
is true ! — ah, you begin to be interested ! — it is true, all 
true of the locality. See ! Of the spot I do not know. 
Of the mine it has not yet been discovered ! It is called 
One Horse Gulch ; why — who knows ? It is a rich min- 
ing camp. All around are valuable claims; but the mine 
on the top of the little hill is unknown, unclaimed ! For 
why? You understand, it promises not as much as the 
other claims on the surface. It is the same — all as de- 
scribed here." 

He took from his pocket an envelope, and drew out a 
folded paper (the papers given to Grace Conroy by Dr. 
Devarges), and pointed to the map. 

"The description here leads me to the head waters of 
the American River. I followed the range of foot-hills, 
for I know every foot, every step, and I came one day last 
week to One Horse Gulch. See, it is the gulch described 
here — all the same." 

He held the paper before her, and her thin, long fingols 
closed like a bird's claw over its comers. 

"It is necessary I should stay there four or five days to 
inquire. And yet how? I am a stranger, a foreigner; 
the miners have suspicion of all such, and to me they do 
not talk easily. But I hear of one Gabriel Conroy, a good 
man, very kind with the sick. Good! I have sickness 
— very sudden, very strong! My rheumatism takes me 
here." He pointed to his knee. "I am helpless as a 
child. I have to be taken care of at the house of Mr. 
Briggs. Comes to me here Gabriel Conroy, sits by me, 
talks to me, tells me everything. He brings to me his 
little sister. I go to his cabin on the hill. I see the pic- 
ture of his sister. Good. You understand ? It is all over ! " 

" Why ? " 

"Eh? She asks why, this woman," said Victor, appeal' 
ing to the ceiling. "Is it more you ask? Then listea 
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The house of Gahriel Goaroy is upoD the land, the vay 
land, you understand ] of the grant made by the governor 
to Dr. Devargea. He is this Gahriel, look! he is in pos- 
seesion ! " 

"Howl Doee he know of the minel " 

"No! It is accident — what you call Fatel" 

She walked to the window, and stood for a few moments 
looking out upon the falling rain. The face that looked 
out was so old, so haggard, so hard and set in its outlines, 
that one of the loungers on the sidewalk, glancing at the 
window to catch a glimpse of the pretty French stranger, 
did not recognize her. 

Possibly the incident recalled her to herself, for she 
presently turned with a smile of inefTable sweetness, and 
returning to the side of EamireE said, in the gentlest of 
Toices, — 

" Then you abandon me I " 

Victor did not dare to meet her eyes. He looked 
straight before him, shrugged his shoulders, and said, — 

"It is Fate!" 

She clasped her thin fingers lightly before her, and, 
standing in front of her companion, so as to be level with 
his eyes, said, — 

"You have a good memory, Victor." 

He did not reply, 

"Let me assist it. It is a year ago that I received a 
letter in Berlin, signed by a Mr. Peter Dumphy, of San 
Francisco, saying that he was in possession of important 
papers regarding property of my late husband, Dr. Paul 
Devarges, and asking me to communicate with him. I did 
not answer his letter; I came. It is not my way to delib- 
erate or hesitate — perhaps a wise man would. I am only 
a poor, weak woman, so I came. I know it was all 
wrong. You sharp, bold, cautious men would have writ- 
t«n firat. Well, I came ! " 
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Victor winced slightly, but did not apeak. 

"I saw Mr. Dumphy in San Francisco. He showed 
me some papers that he said he had found in a place of 
deposit which Dr. Devargea had evidently vriahed pre- 
served. One was a record of a Spanish grant, others in- 
dicated soma valuable discoveries. He referred me to the 
Mission and Presidio of San Geronimo that had sent out 
the relief party for farther information. He was a trader — 
a mere man of business — it was a question of money with 
him ; he agreed to assist me for a percentage ! Is it not 
so?" 

Victor raised his dark eyes to hers, and nodded. 

"I came to the mission. I saw yoM — the secretary of 
the former comandante — the only one left who remem- 
bered the expedition, and the custodian of the presidio 
records. You showed me the only copy of the report; 
you, too, would have been cold and business-like, until I 
told you my story. You seemed interested. You told 
mo about the young girl, this mysterious Grace Conroy, 
whose name appeared among the dead, who you said you 
tkought was an impostor I Did you not J " 

Victor nodded. 

"You told me of her agony on reading the report I Of 
lAit fainting, of the discovery of her condition by the 
women, of the comandante's pity, of her mysterioua disap- 
pearance, of the comandante's reticence, of your own sus- 
picions of the birth of a child I Did you not, Victor J " 

He endeavored to take her band, Without altering her 
jentle manner, she withdrew her hand quietly, and went 
on, — 

"And then you told me of your finding that paper on 

the floor where thoy loosened her dress — the paper you 

hold in your hand. You told me of your reasons for 

concealing and withholding it. And then, Victor, you 

proposed to nje a plan to secure my own again — to person- 
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ate this gill — to out-imposture this imposture. You did 
Dot ask me for & percentage ! You did not seek to make 
money out of my needs; you aaked only for my lovel 
Well, well ! perhaps I was a fool, a weak woman. It was 
a tempting bribe; possibly I listened more to the prompt- 
ings of my lieart than my interest. I promised you my 
hand and my fortune when we succeeded. You come to 
me now, and ask to be relieved of that obligation. No I 
no! you have said enough." 

The now frightened man had seized her by the hand, 
and thrown himself on his knees before her in paBsionate 
contrition; but, with a powerful effort, she had wrested 
herself free. 

"No, no!" she continued, in the same deprecatory 
voice. "Go to this brother, whom the chief end of your 
labors seems to have been to discover. Go to him now. 
Restore to him the paper you hold in your hand. Say 
that you stole it from bis sister, whom you suspected to 
have been an impostor, and that you knew to be the 
mother of an illegitimate child! Say that ia doing this 
you took the last hope from the wronged and cast-off wife 
who came thousands of miles to claim something from the 
man who should have supported her. Say tiiis, and that 
brother, if he is the good and kind man you represent him 
to be, he will rise up and bless you! You have only to 
tell him further that this paper cannot be of any use to 
bim, as this property legally belongs to his sister's child, 
if living. You have only to hand him the report which 
declares both of his sisters to be dead, and leaves his own 
identity in doubt, to show him what a blessing has fallen 
upon him." 

"Forgive me," gasped Victor, with a painful blending 
of shame and awesome admiration of the woman before 
him; "forgive me, Julie! I am a coward! a slave! an 
i^giate! I will do anything, Juliej anything you say." 
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Madame Devarges was too sagacious to press her victory 
further; perhaps she was too cautious to exasperate the 
already incautiously demonstrative man before her. She 
said ''Hush," and permitted him at the same time, as if 
unconsciously, to draw her beside him. 

"Listen, Victor. What have you to fear from this 
man ? '' she asked, after a pause. " What would his evi- 
dence weigh against me, when he is in unlawful posses- 
sion of my property, my legally declared property, if I 
choose to deny his relationship ? Who will identify him as 
Gabriel Conroy, when his only surviving relative dare not 
come forward to recognize him ; when, if she did, you could 
swear that she came to you under another name ? What 
would this brother's self-interested evidence amount to op- 
posed to yours, that I was the Grace Conroy who came to 
the mission, to the proof of my identity offered by one of 
the survivors, Peter Dumphy ? " 

" Dumphy ! " echoed Eamirez, in amazement. 

"Yes, Dumphy !" repeated Madame Devarges. "When 
he found that, as the divorced wife of Dr. Devarges, I 
could make no legal claim, and I told him of your plan, 
he offered himself as witness of my identity. Ah, Victor/ 
I have not been idle while you have found only obstacles." 

"Forgive me!" He caught and* kissed her hands pas- 
sionately. "I fly now. Good-by." 

"Where are you going?" she asked, rising. 
To One Horse Gulch," he answered. 
No ! Sit down. Listen. You must go to San Fran- 
cisco, and inform Dumphy of your discovery. It will be 
necessary, perhaps, to have a lawyer ; but we must first see 
how strong we stand. You must find out the whereabouts 
of this girl Grace, at once. Go to San Francisco, see 
Dumphy, and return to me here ! " 

"But you are alone here, and unprotected. These 
m^l" 
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The tracQlest povter knocked at the door, and eDla«d 
this room lefpedfidl j. There was no sospkion >ttached 
to the fhaiartff oi its oeeapanL He was well known as 
llx. Jack Hamlin, a giinhler 

** Whj the deril did joa keep me waiting t ^ said Jack, 
ifdiing from the bed, and wiathfnllT datching his hoot- 



The man mmmnred some apology. 

^Bfing me some hot water. '** 

The porter was aboat to huniedlT withdnw, whoi Jack 
stopped him with an oath. 

^ You 'xe been long enoi^h coming withont shooting off 
like that. Who was that man that just left the next 
room?^ 

"Idcm'tknow, sir.^ 

''Find only and let me know." 

He flnng a gold piece at the man, beat up his pillow, 
«nd tamed his face to the waU. The porter still lingered, 
and Jack faced sharply round. 
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"Not gone yet ? What the devil '' — 

"Beg your pardon, sir; do you know anything about 

-•*-■ "No," said Jack, raising himself on his elbow; "but 
if I catch you hanging round that door, as you were five 
«.«4ninutes ago, I '11 " — 

Mf.. Here Mr. Hamlin dropped his voice, and intimated that 
he would forcibly dislodge certain vital and necessary 
_ organs from the porter's body. 

"Go." 

After the door closed again, Mr. Hamlin lay silent for 
an hour. At the end of that time he got up and began to 
dress himself slowly, singing softly to himself the while, 
as was his invariable custom, in that sweet tenor for which 
he was famous. When he had thus warbled through his 
toilet, replacing a small ivory-handled pistol in his waist- 
coat-pocket to one of his most heart-breaking notes, he put 
his hat on his handsome head, perhaps a trifle more on one 
side than usual, and stepped into the hall. As he sharply 
shut his door and locked it, the slight concussion of the 
thin partitions caused the door of his fair neighbor's room 
to start ajar, and Mr. Hamlin, looking up mechanically, 
saw the lady standing by the bureau, with her handker- 
chief to her eyes. Mr. Hamlin instantly stopped his 
warbling, and walked gravely downstairs. At the foot of 
the steps he met the porter. The man touched his hat. 

"He doesn't belong here, sir." 

" Who does n't belong here ? " asked Mr. Hamlin coldly, 

"That man." 

"Whatman?" 

"The man you asked about." 

Mr. Hamlin quietly took out a cigar, lit it, and after 
one or two puffs, looked flxedly in the man's eyes, and 
said, — 

"I haven't asked you about any man." 
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CHAPTER ni 

MBS. MABKLE 

Olly's allusion to Mrs. Markle and her criticism had 
recurred to Gabriel more or less uneasily through the night, 
and as he rose betimes the next morning and stood by the 
table on which lay his handiwork, a grim doubt of his 
proficiency in that branch of domestic economy began to 
oppress him. 

"Like as not I ain't doin* my duty to that child," he 
said softly to himself, as he picked up the garments one 
by one, and deposited them beside the bedside of the still 
sleeping Oily. "Them clothes are — leavin' out the 
strength and sayin' nothin' o* durability as material — a 
trifle old-fashioned and onbecomin*. Not as you requires 
anything o' the kind, bless your pooty face," he said, 
apostrophizing the dewy curls and slumber-flushed cheek 
of the unconscious child, "but mebbe it does sorter pro- 
voke remarks from the other children. And the settle- 
ment *s gettin' crowded. Three new families in six months 
is rather too — too " — considered Gabriel, hesitating for a 
word; "rather too popylating! And Mrs. Markle" — 
Gabriel flushed even in the stillness and solitude of his 
own cabin — "to think of that little gal, not nine years 
old, speaking o' that widder in that way. It beats every- 
thing. And to think I 've kept clar of that sort o* thing 
jest on OUy's account, jest that she shouldn't have any 
woman around to boss her." 

Nevertheless, when he and Oily sat down to their frugal 
breakfast, he was uneasily conscious of several oddities of 
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her dresB, not befqre noticeable, and even some peculiari- 

"Ez a. giiieral thing, Oily," he pointed out with cautious 
generalization, "ez a giueral thing, in periite society, 
young gala don't sit down a-atraddle of their chairs, and 
don't reach down every five minita to heave away at their 
boot-straps." 

"As a general thing, Gabe, girls don't wear boots," said 
Oily, leaning forward to dip her bread in the frying-pan. 

Artfully evading llie question whether high india-rubber 
boota vicTB an indispensable feature of a girl's clothing, 
Gabriel continued with easy indifference: — 

"I think I '11 drop in on Mrs. Markle on my way to the 
Gulch this morning." 

He glanced under hi^ eyelids at as much of his eiEter's 
face as was visible behind the slice of bread she was con- 
BUming. 

"Take me with you, Gabel " 

"No," Bsid Gabriel, "you must stay here and do np tho 
house; and mind you keep out o' the woods until your 
work 's done. Besides," he added loftily, "I 've got some 
business with Mrs. Markle." 

"Oh, Gabe!" said Oily, shining all over her face with 
gravy and archness. 

"I 'd like t-o know what 's the matter with you, Oily," 
said Gabriel, with dignified composure. 

"Ain't you ashamed, Gabel " 

Gabriel did not stop to reply, but rose, gathered up hia 
tools, and took hia hat from thn corner. He walked to 
the door, but siiddenly turned and came back to Oily. 

"Oily," he said, taking her face in both hands, after his 
old fashion, "ef anything at any time should happen to 
me, I want ye to think, ray darling, ez I always did my 
best for you. Oily, for you, Wotever I did was always 
for the best. " 
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Oily thought inatHntly of the river. 

" You ain't goin' into deep water to-day, Gab«, are 
you ! " she asked, with a alight premonitory quiver of her 
short upper lip. 

"Pooty deep for me. Oily; but," he added hastily, with 
a glance at her alarmed face, " don't you mind, I '11 come 
out all Hofe. Good-by." 

He kissed her tenderly, She ran her fingers through 
his sandy ciirls, deftly amoothed hia beard and reknotted 
his neckerchief. 

"You oughter hev put on your other shirt, Gabe; that 
ain't clean; and you a'-goin' to Mrs. Markle's! Let me 
get your straw hat, Gabe, Wait." 

She ran in behind the screen, but when she returned he 

It had been raining the night before, but on the earth 
beneath there was a dewy freshneaa, and in the sky above 
the beauty of cloud scenery, — a beauty rate to California 
except during the rainy season. Gabriel, although not 
usually affected by meteorological influences, nor peeuliarly 
susceptible to the charms of nature, felt that the morning 
was a fine one, and was for that reason, I imagine, more 
than usually accessible to the blandishments of the fair. 
From admiring a tree, a flower, or a gleam of sunahine, to 
the entertainment of a dangerous sentimental ism in regard 
to the other sex, ia, I fear, but a facile step to some na> 
turea, whose only safety is in continuous practicality. 
Wherefore Gabriel, as he approached the cottage of Mrs. 
Markle, was induced to look from nature up to — nature's 
goddess — ilia. Markle, as her strong bright face appeared 
above the dishes she was washing by the kitchen window. 
And here occurred one of those feminine inconsistencies 
that are charming to the average man, but are occasionally 
jneffleient with an exceptional character. Mrs. Markle, 
who had always been exceedingly genial, gentle, and natu- 
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ral with Gabriel during his ahyneas, seeing him coming 
with a certain fell intent of cheerfidnesB in hie face, in- 
etantly aasumed an aggraaaive maimer, which, for the sake 
of its probable warning to the rest of her eex, I venture to 
ttanacribe. 

"Ef jou want to see me, Gabriel Conroy," said Mrs. 
Markle, stopping to wipe the suds from her brown but 
handsomely sliaped arms, "you must come up to the siak, 
for I can't leave the dishes. Joe Markle always used to 
Bay to me, ' Sue, when you 've got work to do, you don't 
let your mind wander round much on anything else, ' 
Sal, bring a cheer here for Gabriel — he don't come often 
enough to stand up for a change. We're hard-working 
women, you and me, Sal, and we don't get time to be 
sick — and aick folks is about the only kind as Mr. Con- 

Thoroughty astonished as Gabriel was with this sarcastic 
reception, there waa still a certain relief that it brought to 

"Oily was wrong," he said to himself; "that woman 
only thinks of washin' dishes and lookin' after her board- 
ers. Ef she was alius like this — and would leave a man 
alone, never foolin' around him, but kinder Btandifl' off 
and 'tendin' strictly to the business of the house, why, it 
wouldn't be such a bad thing to marry her. But like as 
not she'd change — you can't trust them critters. How- 
somever, I can set Olly's mind at rest." 

Happily unconscious of the heresies that were being en- 
tertained by the silent man before her, Mrs. Markle briskly 
continued her washing and her monologue, occasionally 
sprinkling Gabriel with the overflow of each. 

When I Bay hard-workin' women, Sal," said Mrs. 
Markle, still addressing a gaunt female companion, whose 
Bole functions were confined to chuckling at Gabriel over 
the dishes she was wiping, and standing with her back t- 
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her mistress — "when I say hard-workm' women, Sal, I 
don't forget ez there are men ez is capable of doin' all that^ 
and more — men ez looks down on you and me." Here 
Mistress Markle broke a plate, and then, after a pause, 
sighed, faced around with a little color in her cheek and 
a sharp snap in her black eyes, and declared that she was 
" that narvous " this morning that she could n*t go on. 

There was an embarrassing silence. Luckily for Ga- 
briel, at this moment the gaunt Sal picked up the dropped 
thread of conversation, and with her back to her mistress, 
and profoundly ignoring his presence, addressed herself to 
the wall. 

"Narvous you well may be, Susan, and you slavin* for 
forty boarders, with transitory meals for travelers, and 
nobody to help you. If you was flat on your back with 
rheumatiz, ez you well might be, perhaps you might get 
a hand. A death in the family might be of sarvice to you 
in callin' round you friends ez couldn't otherwise leave 
their business. That cough that little Manty had on to 
her for the last five weeks would frighten some mothers 
into a narvous consumption." 

Gabriel at this moment had a vivid and guilty recollec- 
tion of noticing Manty Markle wading in the ditch below 
the house as he entered, and of having observed her with 
the, interest of possible paternal relationship. That rela- 
tionship seemed so preposterous and indefensible on all 
moral grounds, now that he began to feel himself in the 
light of an impostor, and was proportionally embarrassed. 
His confusion was shown in a manner peculiarly character- 
istic of himself. Drawing a small pocket comb from his 
pocket, he began combing out his sandy curls, softly, with 
a perplexed smile on his face. The widow had often noticed 
this action, divined its cause, and accepted it as a tribute. 
She began to relent. By some occult feminine sympathy, 
this relenting was indicated by the other woman. 
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"Yoa 're oat Ot smts Uiia moniiiif^ Saan, 'nd if ye '] 
tdte a tool'* MiTice, je 'II jest quit voi^ and nuke jaar- 
&M comfortaUe in the aettiii'-njoBi, and kinder paas tbe 
time o' di^ with Gafariel; onleas be 's after waitin' to pick 
up MiBB hintB aboot bovMwwk. J neTer eooU wwk with 
a man anmad. I '0 do np th« dishes ef yoa 'D ezcoae ntj 
kempanj, whkh two is aitil three 's nnte. Yer giro ma 
this aproD. Yoa don't h«T time, I det^bre, Soc^ to tidy 
joatK^ vp. And yooi hair 's comiii' down." 

Tbe gaunt Sal, having recogniied Gabriel's preaenoe to 
thi* eirtmt, attempted to reorganize Sirs. Uaikle'e nsffuK^ 
bat was playfolly put aside by that lady, with the remark 
that she had too much to do to think of them things. 

"And it 'e only a mop, anyway," the added, with sevem 
self -deiweciation ; "let it alone, will you, Sal! Thar! I 
t«dd yoa; now you're done it." And ahe had. The in- 
famona Sal, by some deft trick well known to her de«it- 
ha mx, had suddenly tombled the whole wealth of Mrs. 
IfaAte'a black mane over her plump shoulders. Mis. 
IfaAlp, with a laugh, would have Sown to the chaste 
lec M B cs of the sitting-room; but Sal, like a true artist, 
resbamed her, until the full effect of this poetic picture 
should be impressed upon the unsuspecting Gabriel's 
memofy. 

" Mop^ indeed ! " said SaL " It 's well thst many folks 
is of many miuds, and self-praise is open disgrace; hut 
when a man like Lanyet Jlaxnell mx to me only yesterday 
Rttin' at this very table, lookin' kinder up at you, Sue, as 
yon was psssin' soup, unconscious- like, and one o' 'em 
bnidB droppin' down, and jest missin' the plate, when 
lawyer Haxwell eex to me, ' Sal, thar 's many a fine lady 
in 'Frisco ex wonld give her pile to have Susan Harkle's 
hair," — 

But here Ssl was intemipt«d bf the bashful escape of 
UiB. Uarkle to the sitting-room. 
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"Tb don't know whether Lawyer Maxwell has any 
bisncBs up thia way, Gabriel, do ye 1 " said Sal, resummg 
her work, 

"No," said the unconsciouB Gabriel, happily as oblivious 
of the artful drift of the question as he had been of the 
dangerous suggestiveness of Mrs. Markle's hair. 

" Because he does kinder pass here more frequent than 
he used, and hez taken ez menny ez five meals in one day, 
I declare, I thought that was him when you kern juat now ! 
I don't think thet Sue notices it, not keering much for 
that kind of build in a man," continued Sal, glancing at 
Giabriel'a pasaively powerful shoulders, and the placid 
strength of his long limbs. "How do you think Sue's 
looking now — ez a friend interested in the family — how 
doea she look to you } " 

Gabriel hastened to assure Sol of the healthful appear- 
ance of Mrs. Markle, but only extracted from his gaunt 
companioD a long sigh and a shake of the head. 

" It 's deceitful, Gabriel I No one knows what that poor 
critter goes through. Her mind 's kinder onsettled o' late, 
and in that onsettled state, she breaks things. You see 
her break that plate juat now! Wall, perhaps I oughtn't 
to say it, — but yon being a friend and in confidence, for 
she'd kill me, being a proud kind o' nater, suthin' like 
my own, and it may not amount to nothin' arter all, — . 
but I kin always tell when you 've been around by the 
breakages. You was here, let 's see, the week afore last, 
and there was a't cups enough left to go round that night 
for supper ! " 

"Maybe it's chills," said the horror-stricken Gabriel, 
his worst fears realized, rising from his chair; "I've got 
some Indian cholagogue over to the cabin, and I'll jest 
run over and get it, or send it back." Intent only upon 
retreat, he would have shamelessly flown; but Sal inter- 
cepted him with a face of mysterious awe. 
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"Ef she should kem in here and find you gone, Gabriel, 
in that weak state of hers — narvous you may call it, but 
so it ia — I wouldn't be answerable for that poor critter's 
life. Ef she ehould think jou 'd gone, arter what has 
happened, arter what has passed between you and her to- 
day, it would jest kill her." 

" But what has passed ) " said Gabriel, in vague alarm. 

"It ain't for me," said the gaunt Sal loftily, "to pass 
my opinion on other folks' conduct, or to let on what thie 
means, or what thet means, or to give my say about people 
callin' oa other people, and broken crockery, hair combs " 
— Gabriel winced — " and people ez is too nice and keerf ul 
to open their mouths afore folks! It ain't for me to get 
up and say that, when a woman is ever so little out of 
sorts, and a man is so far gone ez he allows to rush off like 
a madman to get her medicines, what ez or what ez n't in 
it, I keep my own counsel, and thet 's my way. Many's 
the time Sue hez said to me; ' Ef thar met was a woman 
ez knowed how to lock herself up and throw away the key, 
it's you, Sal.' And there you are, ma'am, and it's high 
time ez plain help like me stopped talkid while ladies and 
gentlemen exchanged the time o' day." 

It is hardly necessary to say that the latter part of this 
speech was addressed to the widow, who at that moment 
appeared at the door of the sitting-room, in a new calico 
gown that showed her plump figure to advantage, or that 
the gaunt Sal intended to indicate the serious character of 
the performance by a show of increased respect to the 
actors. 

"I hope I ain't intrudin' on your conversation," said 
the widow archly, stopping, with a show of consideration, 
on the threshold. "Ef you and Sal ain't done private 
matters yet — I '11 wait." 

"I don't think ez Gabriel hez anything more to say thet 
you shouldn't hear, Mrs. Matkle," said Sal, strongly im- 
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plying a recent confidential disclosure from Gabriel, which 
delicacy to Gabriel alone prevented her from giving. 
"But it ain't for me to hear confidence in matters of the 
feelin's." 

It is difficult to say whether Mrs. Markle's archness, or 
Sal's woeful perspicuity, was most alarming to Gabriel. 
He rose; he would have flown, even with the terrible con- 
tingency of Mrs. Markle's hysterics before his eyes; he 
would have faced even that forcible opposition from Sal 
of which he fully believed her capable, but that a dreadful 
suspicion that he was already hopelessly involved, that 
something would yet transpire that would enable him to 
explain himself, and perhaps an awful fascination of his 
very danger, turned his irresolute feet into Mrs. Markle 's 
sitting-room. Mrs. Markle ofl'ered him a chair; he sank 
helplessly into it, while, from the other room, Sal, vio- 
lently clattering her dishes, burst into shrill song, ^o pal- 
pably done for the purpose of assuring the bashful couple 
of her inability to overhear their tender confidences that 
Gabriel colored to the roots of his hair. 

That evening Gabriel returned from his work in the 
gulch more than usually grave. To OUy's inquiries he 
replied shortly and evasively. It was not, however, Ga- 
briel's custom to remain uncommunicative on even disagree- 
able topics, and Oily bided her time. It came after their 
frugal supper was over — which, unlike the morning meal, 
passed without any fastidious criticism on Gabriel's part — 
and Oily had drawn a small box, her favorite seat, between 
her brother's legs, and rested the back of her head comfort- 
ably against his waistcoat. 

When Gabriel had lighted his pipe at the solitary can- 
dle, he gave one or two preliminary puffs, and then, taking 
his pipe from his mouth, said gently, — 

"Oily, it can't be done." 

"What can't be done, Gabe? " queried the artful Oily, 
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with a swift preconception of the answer, expanding hei 
tittle mouth into a thoughtful eniile. 

"Thet thing." 

"What thing, GabeJ" 

"This yer marryin' o' Mra, Markle," said Gabriel, with 
an aaaumptiou of easy, btiainese-like indifference. 

" Why 1 " asked Oily. 

"She would n't hev me." 

"Whati" aaid OUy, facing swiftly round. 

Gabriel evaded his sieter'a eyes, and looking in the fiie, 
repeated slowly, but with great iitmnesa, — 

"No; not fur — fur — futogift!" 

"She 'a a mean, stuck-up, horrid old thing 1 " said Oily 
fiercely. "I'd jest like to — why, there ain't a man ez 
kin compare with you, Gabe ! Like her impudence ! " 

Gabriel waved his pipe in the air deprecatingly, yet 
with aiicit an evident air of cheerful reEignation, that Oily 
faced upon him again suBpicioualy, and asked, — 

" What did she say I " 

"She said," replied Gabe slowly, "thet her heart was 
given to another. I think ahe struck into poetry, and 
said, — 

'Hv heart It it another*!. 
And it never can ba ihiue.' 

That IB, I think so. I disremember her special remark, 
OUy; but you know women allers spout poetry at sech 
times. Ennybow, that 's about the way the thing panned 
out." 

"Who was itl" said OUy suddenly, 

"She didn't let on who," said Gabriel nneasily. "I 
didn't think it the square thing to inquire." 

"Well." said Oily. 

Gabriel looked down still more emb«n»ss«d, and shifted 
his poeitioD. 

"Well," he tepested. 
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" What did you say f " said OUy. 

"Then I" 

"No, afore. How did you do it, Gabel" said Oily, 
comfortably fixing her chin in hei hands, and looking up 
in her brother's face. 

"Oh, the usual way I" said Gabriel, with a motion of 
Ilia pipe, to indicate vague and glittering generalitiea of 

"But howl Gabe, tell rue all about it." 

"Well," said Gabriel, looking up at the roof, "wimmen 
is bashful ez a general thing, and thar 's about only one 
way ez a man can get at 'em, and that ez, hy being kinder 
keerlesa and hold. Ye see. Oily, when I kem inter the 
house, I sorter jest chucked Sal under the chin — thet 
way, you know — and then went up and put my arm 
around the widder'a waist, and kissed her two or three 
times, you know, jeat to be sociable and familiar like." 

" Ajid to think, Gabe, thet after all that she wouldn't 
hev ye," said OUy. 

"Not at any price," said Gabriel positively. 

"The disgustin' creaturel" said Oily. "I'd jeat like 
to ketch that Manty bangin' round yer after that ! " she 
continued savagely, with a vicious shake of her little fist. 
"And just to think, only to-day we give her her pick o' 
them pups ! " 

"Hush, Oily, ye mustn't do anythin' o' the sort," said 
Gabriel hastily. " Ye must never let on to any one any- 
thing. It's confidence, Oily, confidence, ez these sort o* 
things alius is — atween you and me. Besides," he went 
on reassuringly, "that's nothin'. Lord, afore a man 'a 
married be hez to go through this kind o' thing a dozen 
times. It 'a expected. There was a man as I once 
knowed," continued Gabriel, with shameless mendacity, 
"u went through it fifty times, and he was a better man 
nor me, and could shake a thousand dollars in the face of 
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aay vonan. Wby, blcaa yoar ejes, Ollr, some 
liluait — it 'e excitement — like perepectin'." 

"But what did you say, Gabel" ettid Oily, returning 
villi tr*»ii curioBity to the central fact, and ignoring the 
plewure* of KJection as expounded by Galiri^L 

''Well, I just up, and sez thie: 'Susan Markle,' sez I, 
'tbe esfie ia juet this. Here 's Oily and me up there on 
Um hill, and jees you and Manty don'n there in the Gulch, 
«ud mountings wild aad valleys deep two loving hearts do 
uuw >itirid«, aud there 's no reason whv it shouldn't be one 
family auii uii« house, and that family and that house 
luiun. And it 'b for you to say when. ' And then I 
kimlsr alung in a little more poetry, and sorter fooled 
•roiitid with liiat ring," said Gabriel, showing a heavy 
jfUiri gold ring on bis powerful little finger, "and jest 
ititmui her ugin, and chucked Sally under the chin, and 
UrnftM." 

"And she wouldn't hev ye, Gabe," said Oily thought- 
fully, "after all thatT Well, who wants her tot I 
dtm't," 

"I'm glad to hear you Bay that. Oily," said Gabnel. 
" Ihit ya must n't let on a word of it to her. She talks o' 
nuiiiiliif U]! Ill the hill to build, and wants to buy that part 
Iff tlur old claim where I perepected last summer, so 's to 
liu ituiir UN, and li>ok artcr you. And, Oily," continued 
(iitht'iul grovuly, "of she comes round yer foolin' around 
uta M sha usmi lo do, ye miiatn't mind that — it'swo- 
IMuh's wuyn." 

" 1 'd liktt lo oatoh her at it," said Oily. 

IJDlfrtul loiikxil at Oily with a guilty satisfaction, and 
drvw Imr U)wurd him. "And now that it's all over, 
iXly," Mid ho, "it'« all the better ez it is. You and 
lUU '11 gvt al>iti(( togother ez comfortable as we kin. I 
LuJkud with ttiiiiia of the boys the other da; about sendin' 
t>if It acliotilmanu from MarysTllle, and Mrs. Markle 



MRS. MARKLE 91 

thinks it 's a good idee. And you * 11 go to school. Oily. 
I '11 run up to Marysville next week and get you some 
better clothes, and we 41 be just ez happy ez ever. And 
then some day, Oily, afore you know it — them things 
come always suddent — I '11 jest make a strike outer that 
ledge, and we '11 be rich. Thar 's money in that ledge, 
Oily, I 've alius allowed that. And then we '11 go — you 
and me — to San Francisco, and we'll hev a big house, 
and I 'U jest invite a lot of little girls, the best they is in 
'Frisco, to play with you, and you '11 hev all the teachers 
you want, and women ez will be glad to look arter ye. 
And then mabye I might make it up with Mrs. Markle " — - 

"Never!" said Oily passionately. 

"Never it is!" said the artful Gabriel, with a glow of 
pleasure in his eyes, and a slight stirring of remorse in his 
breast. "But it 's time that small gals like you was abed." 

Thus admonished. Oily retired behind the screen, taking 
the solitary candle, and leaving her brother smoking his 
pipe by the light of the slowly dying lire. But Oily did 
not go to sleep, and half an hour later, peering out of the 
screen, she saw her brother still sitting by the fire, his 
pipe extinguished, and his head resting on his hand. She 
went up to him so softly that she startled him, shaking a 
drop of water on the hand that she suddenly threw round 
his neck. 

"You ain't worrying about that woman, Gabe?" 

"No," said Gabriel, with a laugh. 

Oily looked down at her hand. Gabriel looked up at 
the roof. 

"There's a leak thar that's got to be stopped to-mor- 
row. Go to bed, Oily, or you *11 take your death." 



CHAPTER IV 



IN WHICH THE AETFUL 



IS DISCOTERED 



!NoTwiTH STANDING his asBumed ease and a certain 
ifllief, which was real, Gahriel was far from being satisfied 
with the result of his visit to Mrs. Markle. Whatever 
may have actually occurred, not known to the reader ex- 
cept through Gabriel's own disclosure to Oily, Gabriel's 
manoer hardly bore out the boldnees and conclusiveness of 
his statement. For a day or two afterward he resented 
any alliiBion to the subject from Oily, but on the third day 
he held a conversation with one of the Eureka Bar miners, 
which seemed to bear some remote reference to his expe- 



"Thar's a good deal said lately in the papers," began 
Gabriel cautiously, "in regard to breach o' promise trials. 
Lookin' at it, by and large, tliar don't seem to be much 
show for a fellow ez hez been in enny ways kind to a gal, 
is thai 1 " 

The person addressed, whom ru 
sought One Horse Gulch as a place o. 
remarked with an oath that women w( 
and that on general principles they v 

"But thar must be a kind o' gin'ral law on the sub- 
ject," ni^ad Gahriel. "Now what would be your opinion 
it yon was on a jury onto a case like this J It happened 
to a friend o' mine in 'Frisco," said Gabriel, with a 
marked parenthesis, "a man ez yon don't know. Thar 
was a woman — we '11 say a widder ■— sr. had been kinder 
hangin' round him off and on for two or three year, and 
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he hadn't allowed anything to her about marryin'. Ona 
day he goes down thar to her house, kinder easy-like, j^t 
to pass the time o' day, and be sociable " — 

"That's bad," interrupted the cynic. 

"Yes," said Gabriel doubtingly, "p'r'apa it does look 
bad, but you see he didn't mean anythin'." 

"Well?" said the adviser. 

"Well! thet 's all," said Gabriel. 

"All!" exclaimed hia companion indignantly. 

"Yes, all. Now this woman kinder allows she '11 bring 
a suit agin him to make him marry her." 

"My opinion is," said the adviser bluntly, "my opinion 
is, that the man was a fool, and did n't tell je the truth 
nuthei, and I 'd give damages agin him, for being such a 
fool." 

This opinion was so crushing to Gabriel that he turned 
hopelessly away. Nevertheless, in hia present state of 
mind, he could not refrain from pushing his inquiries fur- 
ther, and in a general conversation which took place at 
Briggs'a store, in the afternoon, among a group of smokers, 
Gabriel artfully introduced the subject of courtship and 
marriage. 

"Thar's different ways of getting at the feelin's of a 
woman," said the oracular Johnson, after a graphic state- 
ment of his own method of ensnaring the affections of a 
former sweetheari., "thar's different ways jest as thar'a 
different men and women in the world. One man's way 
won't do with some wimmen. But thar 'a one way es ia 
pretty sure to fetch 'em allers. That is, to play off indif- 
ferent — to never let on ye like 'em! To kinder look 
artet them in a gin'ra! sort o' way, pretty much as Gaba 
thar looks arter the sick ! — but not to say anythin' partic- 
ler. To make them understand that they 've got to do all 
the courtio', ef thar 's enny to be done. What 's the mat- 
ter, Gabe, ye ain't goin' 1 " 
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Gabriel, who had risen in great uneasiness, muttered 
something about "its being time to go home," and then 
sat down again, looking at Johnson in fearful fascination. 

" That kind o' thing is pretty sure to fetch almost enny 
■woman," continued Johnson, "and a man ez does it orter 
be looked arter. It orter be put down hy law. It 's tam- 
perin', don't yer see, with the holiest affections. Sich a 
man orter be spotted wharever found." 

"But mehhe the man don't mean anythin' — mebbe it's 
jest his wav," suggested Gabriel ruefully, looking around 
in the faces of the party , " mehhe he don't take to wimmen 
and marriage nat'ra!, and it 'b jest his way," 

" Way be blowed ! " said the irate Johnson scornfully. 
"Ketch him, indeed! It 's jest the artfulest kind o' art- 
fulness. It 's jest begging on a full hand." 

Gabriel rose slowly, and, resisting any further attempts 
to detain him, walked to the door, and, after a remark on 
the threatening nature of the weather, delivered in a man- 
ner calculated to impress his audience with his general 
indifference to the subject then under discussion, melted 
dejectedly away into the driving rain that had all day 
swept over One Horse Gulch, and converted its one long 
narrow street into a ditch of turbulent yellow water. 

"Thet Gabe seems to be out o' sorts to-day," said John- 
eon. " I heerd Lawyer Maxwell asking arter him this 
morning; I reckon thar 's authin' upl Gabe ain't a bad 
sort of chap. Hez n't got enny too much sabe about him, 
but he 's mighty good at looking arter sick folks, and thet 
kind o' man 's a power o' use in this camp. Hope thar 
ain't anything ez will interfere with his sphere o' uaeful- 

"May be a woman scrape," suggested Briggs. "He 
seemed sort o' bound up in what you was saying about 
women jest now. Thar is folks round yer," said Briggs, 
dropping his voice and looking about him, " ez believes 
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that that yer Oily, which he lets on to be his sister, to be 
actooally his own child. No man would tote round a child 
like that, and jest bind himself up in her, and give up 
wimmen and whiskey, and keerds, and kempeny, ef it 
was n't his own. Thet ain't like brothers in my part of 
the country." 

"It's a mighty queer story he tells, ennyways — all 
this yer stuff about Starvation Camp and escapin'," sug- 
gested .another. "I never did, somehow, take eny stock 
in that." 

"Well, it's his own lookout," concluded Johnson. 
"It's nothin' to me. Ef I've been any service to him 
pintin' out sick people, and kinder makin' suggestions 
here and thar, how he should look arter them, he 's wel- 
come to it. I don't go back on my record, if he hez got 
into trouble." 

"And I'm sure," said Briggs, "if I did allow him to 
come in here and look arter thet sick Mexican, it ain't for 
me to be expected to look arter his moril character too." 
But here the entrance of a customer put a stop to further 
criticism. 

Meanwhile the unfortunate subject of this discussion, 
by clinging close to the walls of houses, had avoided the 
keen blast that descended from the mountain, and had at 
last reached the little trail that led through the gulch to 
his cabin on the opposite hillside. Here Gabriel hesitated. 
To follow that trail would lead him past the boarding- 
house of Mrs. Markle. In the light of the baleful counsel 
he had just received, to place himself so soon again in the 
way of danger seemed to him to be only a provocation of 
fate. That the widow and Sal might swoop down upon 
him as he passed, and compel him to enter; that the spec- 
tacle of his passing without a visit might superinduce in- 
stant hysterics on the part of the widow, appeared to his 
terror-stricken fancy as almost a certainty. The only 
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other way home was hy a circuitous road along the 
the bill, at least three miles farther. Gabriel 
hesitate long, but began promptly to ascend the hill. This 
was no easy task in the face of a strong gale and torreots 
of beating rain, but the overcoming of physical difficulties 
by the exercise of hia all-conquering muscles, and the fact 
that he was doing something, relieved his mind of its 
absurd terrote. When he had reached the summit he 
noticed for the first time the full power of those subtle 
agencies that had been silently at work during the last 
week's steady rain, A thin trickliug mountain rill where 
he had two weeks before slaked his thirst during a ramhle 
with Oily was now transformed into a roaring cataract; 
the brook that they had leaped across was now a swollen 
river. There were slowly widening pools in the valleys, 
darkly glancing sheets of water on the distant plains, and 
a monotonous rush and gurgle always in the air. It was 
half an hour later, and two miles farther on bia rough 
road, that he came in view of the narrow precipitous goi^e 
through which the Wingdam stage passed on its way from 
Marysville. As he approached nearer he could see that 
the little mountain stream which ran beside the stage road 
had already slightly encroached upon the road-bed, and 
that here and there the stage road itself waa lost in drifts 
of standing water. 

"It will he pretty rough drivin' up that canon," said 
Gabriel to himself aa he thought of the incoming Wingdam 
stage, now nearly due; "mighty onpleasant and risky with 
narvous leaders, but thar 's worse things than that in thia 
yer world," he meditated, as his mind reverted again to 
Mrs. Markle, "and ef I could change places with Yuba 
Bill, and get on that box and Oily inside — I'd do it ! " 

But just then the reservoir of the Wingdam ditch came 
in view on the hill beside him, and with it a revelation 
that in a twinkling displaced Mrs. Markle, and seemed 
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abnost to change the man's entire nature! What was it) 
Apparently nothing to the eye of the ordinary traveler. 
The dam was full, and through a cut-off the overplus water 
was escaping with a roar. Nothing moreT Yes — to an 
experienced eye the escaping water was not abating tha 
quantity in the dam. Was that all? No! Halfway 
down the nidely constructed adobe bank of the dam, the 
water was slowly oozing and trickling through a slowly- 
widening crevice, over the rocks above the gorge and stage 
road below 1 The wall of the dam was giving way ! To 
tear off coat and all impeding garments, to leap from rock 
to rock, and boulder to boulder, hanging on by slippery 
chimisal and the decayed roots of trees; to reach at the 
risk of life and limb the caiion below, and then to run at 
the highest speed to warn the incoming stage of the danger 
before it should enter the narrow gorge, was only the 
resolve and action of a brave man. But to do this without 
the smallest waste of strength that ought to be preserved, 
to do this with the greatest economy of force, to do this 
with the agility and skill of a mountaineer, and the re- 
served power of a giant; to do this with a will so simple, 
direct, and unhesitating, that the action appeared to have 
been planned and rehearsed days before, instead of being 
the resolution of the instant, — this belonged to Gabriel 
Conroy I And to have seen him settle into a long swing- 
ing trot, and to have observed his calm, grave, earnest, but 
unexcited face, and quiet, steadfast eye, you would have 
believed him some healthy giant simply exercising him- 
self. 

He had not gone half a mile before his quick ear caught 
ft dull sound and roar of advancing water. Yet even then 
he only slightly increased his steady stride, as if he had 
been quickened and followed by his trainer rather than by 
approaching Death, At the same moment there was a 
t|uick rattle and clatter in the road ahead — a halt, and 
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eaid, sdvanciiig and ofTering his hand. "My name is 
Maxwell. I think you 've heard of nte. I have come for 
a little talk on a matter of business." 

The blank dismay of Gabriel'B face did not escape him, 
nor the gesture with which he motioned to Oily to retire. 

"It 'b quite evident," he said to himself, "that the child 
knows nothing of this, or is unprepared. I have taken 
hira by surprise. " 

"If I mistake not, Gabriel," eaid Maxwell, aloud, 
"your little — er — girl — is as much concerned in this 
matter as yourself. Why not let her remain) " 

"Ho, no," said Gabriel, now feeling perfectly convinced 
in the depths of his conscience-stricken soul that Maxwell 
was here as the legal adviser of the indignant Mrs. Markle, 
"No! Oily, run out and get some chips in the wood- 
house agin to-morrow morning's fire. Run 1 " 

Oily ran. Maxwell cast a look after the child, wiped 
bis mouth, and leaning his elbow on the table, fixed bis 
eyes on Gabriel. 

"I have called to-night, Gabriel, to see if we can arrange 
a certain matter without trouble, and even — as I am em- 
ployed against you — with as little talk as possible. To 
be frank, I am intrusted with the papers in a legal proceed- 
ing against you. Kow, see here I is it necessary for me to 
say what these proceedings are J Is it even necessary for 
me to give the name of my client) " 

Gabriel dropped his eyes, but even then the frank lion- 
esty of his nature spoke for bim. He raised his bead and 
said simply, — 

"No!" 

Lawyer Maxwell was for a moment staggered, but only 
for a moment. 

"Good," he said tboiigbtfully ; "you are frank. Let 
me ask you now if, to avoid legal proceedings, publicit}', 
and scandal, — and allow me to add, the almost absolute 
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certainty of losing in any suit that might be brought 
against you, — would you be willing to abandon this house 
and claim at once, allowing it to go for damages in the 
past ? If you would, I think I could accept it for such. 
I think I could promise that even this question of a closer 
relationship would not come up. Briefly, she might keep 
her name, and you might keep yours, and you would 
remain to each other as strangers. What do you say 1 " 

Gabriel rose quickly and took the lawyer's hands with 
a tremulous grasp. 

''You're a kind man, Mr. Maxwell," he said, shaking 
the lawyer's hand vigorously; "a good man. It's a bad 
business, and you 've made the best of it. Ef you 'd been 
my own lawyer instead o' hers, you could n't hev treated 
me better. I '11 leave here at once. I 've been thinking 
o' doing it ever since this yer thing troubled me ; but I *11 
go to-morrow. Ye can hev the house, and all it contains. 
If I had anything else in a way of a fee to off'er ye, I 'd do 
it. She kin hev the house and all that they is of it. And 
then nothing will be said ? " 

"Not a word," said Maxwell, examining Gabriel curi- 
ously. 

"No talk — nothin' in the newspapers?" continued 
GabrieL 

"Your conduct toward her and your attitude in this 
whole affair will be kept a profound secret, unless you 
happen to betray it yourself; and that is my one reason 
for advising you to leave here. " 

" I '11 do it — to-morrow, " said Gabriel, rubbing his hands. 
" Would n't you like to have me sign some bit o' paper 1 " 

"No, no," said the lawyer, wiping his mouth with his 
hand, and looking at Gabriel as if he belonged to some 
entirely new species. "Let me advise you, as a friend, to 
agn no paper that might be brought against you hereafter. 
Tour simple abandonment of the claim and house is suffi- 
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dent km oar poipoBeB. I will make ont no papers in the 
e*M notil Thnnday ; b; that time I expect to find no cme 
to MTve them on. You understand ! " 

Gabriel nodded, and wnmg the lawyer's hand waraily. 

Maxwell walked toward the door, still keeping his glance 
fix«d tm Gabriel's clear, honest eyes. On the threshold 
be pMued, and leaning against it, wiped hia mouth with 
s >knr gesture, and said : — 

"B^ffl all I can hear, Gabriel, you are a eimple, honest 
fellow, and I frankly confess to you, but for the admission 
you have made to me, I would have thought you incapable 
of attempting to wrong a woman. I should have supposed 
it some mUtake. I am not a judge of the motives of 
men; I am too old a lawyer, and too familiar with things 
of this kind to be surprised at men's motives, or even to 
judge their rights or wrongs by my own. But now that 
we understand each other, would you mind telling me 
what was your motive for this peculiar and monstrous form 
of deception! Uuderstand me; it will not alter my opin- 
ion of you, which is, that you are not a bad man. But I 
am curious to know how you could deliberately set about 
to wrong this woman ; what was the motive ) " 

Gabriel's face flushed deeply. Then he lifted his eyes 
and pointed to the screen. The lawyer followed the direc- 
tion of his linger, and saw Oily standing in the doorway. 

Lawyer Maxwell smiled. "It is the sex, anyway," he 
said to himtielf ; "perhaps a little younger than I supposed; 
of course, his own child." He nodded again, smiled at 
Oily, and with the consciousness of a professional triumph, 
blent with a certain moral sutiafactiou that did not always 
neceaearily accompany his professional success, he passed 
out into the night. 

Gabriel avoided conversation with Oily until late in the 
evening. When she had taken her acustomed seat at his 
feet before the are, she came directly to the point. 



SIMPLICITY VERSUS SAGACITY 107 

"What did he want, Gabe?" 

"Nothing partickler," said Gabriel, with an affectation 
of supreme indifference. "I was thinking. Oily, that I'd 
tell you a story. It 's a long time since I told one.'' 

It had been Gabriel's habit to improve these precious 
moments by relating the news of the camp, or the current 
topics of the day, artfully imparted as pure fiction; but 
since his preoccupation with Mrs. Markle, he had lately 
omitted it. 

Oily nodded her head, and Gabriel went on, — 

"Once upon a time they lived a man ez bed lived and 
would live — for thet was wot was so sing'ler about him 
— all alone, 'cept for a little sister ez this man bed, wot 
he loved very dearly. They was no one ez this man would 
ever let ring in, so to speak, between him and this little 
sister, and the heaps o' private confidence, and the private 
talks about this and thet, thet this yer man bed with this 
little sister, was wonderful to behold." 

" Was it a real man — a pure man ? " queried Oily. 

" The man was a real man, but the little sister, I oughter 
say, was a kind o' fairy, you know. Oily, ez bed a heap 
o' power to do good to this yer man, unbeknownst to him 
and afore his face. They lived in a sorter paliss in the 
woods, this yer man and his sister. And one day this yer 
man bed a heap o' troubil come upon him that was sich 
ez would make him leave this beautiful paliss, and he 
did n't know how to let on to his little sidter about it; and 
so he up, and he sez to her, sez he, * Gloriana ' — thet was 
her name — * Gloriana, ' sez he, * we must quit this beauti- 
ful paliss and wander into furrin parts, and the reason why 
is a secret ez I can't tell ye. ' And this yer little sister 
jest ups and sez, * Wot 's agreeable to you, brother, is 
agreeable to me, for we is everything to each other the 
wide world over, and variety is the spice o' life, and I '11 
pack my traps to-morrow.' And she did. For why. 
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Oily I Wty, don't ye see, this yer little sister waa a 
fairy, and knowed it all without bein' told. And they 
went away to fiimn parts and strange places, war they 
built a more beautiful palisa than the other was, and 
they lived thar peaceful like and happy all the days o' 
their life." 

"And thar waan't any old witch of a Mrs. Markle to 
bother them. When are ye goin', Gabe!" asked the 
practical OUy. 

"I thought to-morrow," said Gabriel, helplessly aban- 
doning all allegory, and looking at his sister in respectful 
awe; "thet ez, I reckoned, OUy, to get to Casey's in time 
to take the artemoon stage up to Marysville," 

"Well," said Oily, "then I 'm goin' to bed now." 

"OUy," said Gabriel reproachfully, as he watched the 
little figure disappear behind the canvas, "ye didn't kiss 
me fur good-night." 

OUy came back. 

"You ole Gobe — you!" she said patronizingly, as she 
ran her fingers through hia tangled curls, and stooped to 
bestow a kiss on his forehead from an apparently immeas- 
urable moral and intellectual height — " You old big Gabe, 
■what would you do without me, I 'd like to know ! " 

The nest morning Gabriel was somewhat surprised at 
observing Oily, immediately after the morning meal, pro- 
ceed gravely to array herself in the few more respectable 
garments that belonged to her wardrobe. Over a white 
mualin frock, yellow and scant with age, she had tied a 
scarf of glaring cheap pink ribbon, and over this again she 
had secured, by the aid of an enormous tori^ise-shell 
brooch, a large black and white check shawl of her mo- 
ther's, that even repeated folding could not reduce in size. 
She then tied over her yellow curls a large straw hat 
trimmed with white and yellow daisies and pale-green 
ribbon, and completed her toilet by unfurling over ba 
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ihouldei a small yellow paiasol. G&briel, who hsd been 
watching these preparations in great concern, at last ven- 
tured to address the bizarre but pretty little figure before 

"War you goin', Oily?" 

" Down the gulch to say good-by to the Reed gals. 
'T ain't the square thing to vamose the ranch without let- 
tin' on to folks." 

"Ye ain't goin' near Mrs. Markle's, are yet" queried 
Gabriel, in deprecatory alarm. 

Oily turned a scornful flash of her cleat blue eye upon 
her brother, and said curtly, — 

"Ketch me!" 

There was something so appalling in her quickness, such 
a sudden revelation of quaint determination in the lines of 
her mouth and eyebrows, that Gabriel could say lio more. 
Without a word he watched the yellow sunshade and flap- 
ping straw hat with its streaming ribbons slowly disappear 
down the winding descent of the hill. And then a sudden 
and grotesque sense of dependence upon the child — aa 
appreciation of some reserved quality in her nature hith- 
erto unsuspected by him — something that separated them 
now, and in the years to come would slowly widen the rift 
between them — came upon him with such a desolating 
sense of loneliness that it seemed unendurable. He did 
not dare to reenter or look back upon the cabin, but pushed 
on vaguely toward his claim on the hillside. On his way 
thither he had to pass a solitary redwood tree that he had 
often noticed, whose enormous bulk belittled the rest of 
tbe forest ; yet, also, by reason of its very isolation had 
acquired a certain lonely pathos that was far beyond the 
suggestion of its heroic size. It seemed so imbecile, so 
gratuitously large, so unproductive of the good that might 
be expected of its bulk, so unlike the smart spruces and 
pert young firs and latches that stood beside it, that 
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Gabriel instantly accepted it as a symbol of himself, and 
could not help wondering if there were not some other 
locality where everything else might be on its own plane 
of existence. 

"If I war to go thar," said Gabriel to himaeK, "I i 
der if I might not suit better than I do yer, and be of 
some sarvice to that child." He puahed his way through 
the underbrush, and stood upon the ledge that he had first 
claimed on his aiTival at One Horse Gulch. It was 
dreary — it was unpromiaing — a vast stony held high up 
in air, covered witli aeattered boulders of dark iron-gray 
rock. Gabriel smiled bitterly, "Any other man but me 
couldn't hev bin sich a fool as to preempt sich a claim fur 
gold. P'r'ape it 's all for the best that I 'ra short of it 
now," said Gabriel, as he turned away, and descended the 
hill to his later claim in the gulch, which yielded him that 
pittance known in the mining dialect as "grub." 

It was nearly three o'clock before he returned to the 
cabin witli the few tools that he had gathered, When be 
did so, he found Oily awaiting him, with a slight flush of 
excitemen'i. on her cheek, but jio visible evidences of any 
late employment to be seen in the cabin. 

" Ye don't seem to have been doin' much packin', Oily," 
aaid Gabriel — "tho' thar ain't, so to speak, much to pack 
up." 

"Thar ain't no use in packin', Gabe," replied Oily, look- 
ing directly into the giant's bashful eyes. 

"No use!" echoed Gabriel. 

"No sort o' use," said Oily decidedly. "We ain't goin*, 
Gabe, and that 's the end on 't. I've been over to see Law- 
yer Maxwell, and I 've made it all right! " 

Gabriel dropped speechless into a chair, and gazed, open 
mouthed, at his sister. 

"I 've made it all right, Gabe," continued Oily coolly; 
"you '11 see. I jest went over thar this morning, and hed 
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a little talk with the lawyer, and gin him a piece o' my 
mind about Mrs. Markle — and jest settled the whole 
thing." 

" Good Lord I ' Oily, what did you say ? " 

"Say ? " echoed Oily. "I jest up and told him every- 
thing I knew about thet woman, and I never told you, 
Gabe, the half of it. I jest sed ez how she 'd been run- 
nin' round arter you ever sence she first set eyes on you, 
when you was nussin' her husband wot died. How you 
never ez much ez looked at her ontil I set you up to it I 
How she used to come round yer, and sit and sit and look 
at you, Gabe, and kinder do this et ye over her shoulder.'* 
(Here Oily achieved an admirable imitation of certain arch 
glances of Mrs. Markle that would have driven that esti- 
mable lady frantic with rage, and even at this moment 
caused the bashful blood of Gabriel to fly into his very 
eyes.) "And how she used to let on all sorts of excuses 
to get you over ohar, and how you refoosed! And wot 
a deceitful, old, mean, disgustin' critter she was enny- 
way ! " and here Oily paused for want of breath. 

" And wot did he say ? " said the equally breathless Ga- 
briel. 

"Nothin' at first! Then he laughed and laughed, and 
laughed till I thought he 'd bust ! And then — let me 
see,*' reflected the conscientious Oily, "he said thar was 
some * absurd blunder and mistake ' — that 's jest what he 
called thet Mrs. Markle, Gabe — those was his very 
words! And then he set up another yell o' laughing and 
somehow, Gabe, I got to laugh in', and she got to laughin' 
too!" 

And Oily laughed at the recollection. 

"Who's she?'' asked Gabriel, with a most lugubrious 
face. 

"0 Gabe! you think everybody's Mrs. Markle," said 
Oily swiftly. " She was a lady ez was with thet Lawyer 
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Maxwell, ez heenl it all. Why, Lord! she aeemed to 
take ez much interest iii it aa the lawyer. P'r'ape," said 
Oily, with a slight degree of couscious pride as raconteur, 
"p'r'aps it was the way I told it, I was thet mad, Gabe, 
and sassy ! " 

"And what did he say)" continued Gahriel, stUl rue- 
fully, for to him, as to most simple, serious natures devoid 
of any aense of humor, all this inconsequent hilarity looked 
suspicious. 

"Why, he was fur puttin' right over here 'to explain,' 
ez he called it, but the lady stopped him, and aed some- 
thin' low I didn't get to hear. Oh, she must be a par- 
tiekler friend o' his, Gabc — for he did everythin' thet she 
said. And she said I was to go back and say thet we 
need n't hnrry ourselves to git away at all. And thet 's 
the end of it, Gabe." 

"But didn't he say anjthin' more, Ollyt" said Gahriel 
anxiously. 

"No. He begin to ask me some questions about old 
times and Starvation Camp, and I 'd made up my mind to 
disremember all them things, ez I told you, Gabe, fur I 'm 
jest sick of being called a cannon-ball, so I jest diaremem- 
bered everything ez fast ez he asked it, until he aez, sez he 
to this lady, ' She evidently knows nothin' o' the whole 
thing. ' But the lady had been tryin' to atop hie askin' 
questions, and he 'd been kinder signin' to me not to answer 
too. Oh, she 's cute, Gabe; I could see thet ez aoon ez I 
Bet down. " 

" What did she look like. Oily ! " said Gahriel, with an 
affectation of carelessness, but still by no means yet entirely 
relieved in his mind. 

"Oh, ahe didn't look like Mrs. Markle, Gabe, or any o' 
thet kind. A kinder short woman, with white teeth, and 
B email waiat, and good clo'ea. I did n't sort o' take to het 
much, Gabe, though she was very kind to me. I don't 
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know ez I could say ezackly what she did look like; I 
reckon thar ain't anybody about yer looks like she. Saints 
and goodness I Gabe, that 's her now; thar she is! " 

Something darkened the doorway. Gabriel, looking up, 
beheld the woman he had saved in the canon. It was 
Madame DevargesI 
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THE LEAD 
CHAPTER I 

AN OLD PIONEER OF '49 

A THICK fog, dense, impenetrable, bluish-gray and raw, 
marked the advent of the gentle summer of 1854 on the 
California coast. The brief immature spring was scarcely 
yet over ; there were flowers still to be seen on the outlying 
hills around San Francisco, and the wild oats were yet green 
on the Contra Costa mountains. But the wild oats were 
hidden under a dim India-inky veil, and the wild flowers 
accepted the joyless embraces of the fog with a staring 
waxen rigidity. In short, the weather was so uncomforta- 
ble that the average Californian was more than ever inclined 
to impress the stranger aggressively with the fact that fogs 
were healthy, and that it was the '* finest climate on the 
earth." 

Perhaps no one was better calculated or more accustomed 
to impress the stranger with this belief than Mr. Peter 
Dumphy, banker and capitalist. His outspoken faith in 
the present and future of California was unbounded. His 
sincere conviction that no country or climate was ever 
before so signally favored, his intoleration of any criticism 
or belief to the contrary, made him a representative man. 
So positive and unmistakable was his habitual expression 
on these subjects that it was impossible to remain long in 
his presence without becoming impressed with the idea 
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that any other condition of society, climate, or civilization 
than that which obtained in California vaa a mistake. 
Strajigers were brought early to imbibe from this fountain ; 
timid and weak CalifornianG, in danger of a relapse, hsd 
their faith renewed and their eyesight restored by bathing 
in this pool that Mr. DuBiphy kept always replenished. 
Unconsciously, people at last got to echoing Mr. Dum- 
phy'a views as their own, and much of the large praise 
that appeared in newspapers, public speeches, and corre- 
spondence, was first voiced by Ihimphy. It must not be 
supposed that Mr. Dumphy's positiveness of statement and 
peremptory manner were at all injurious to his social repu- 
tation. Owing to that suspicion with which most frontier 
communities regard polite concession and suavity of method, 
Mr. Dumphy's brusque frankness was always accepted as 
genuine. "You always know what Pete Dumphy means," 
was the average criticism. "He ain't goin' to lie to please 
any man." To a conceit that was so outspoken as to be 
courageous, to an ignorance that was eo freely and shame- 
lessly expressed as to make hesitating and cautious wisdom 
appear weak and unmanly beside it, Mr. Dumphy added 
the rare quality of perfect unconscientiousness unmixed 
with any adulterating virtue. It was with such rare com- 
bative qualities as these that Mr. Dumphy sat that morn- 
ing in bis private office and generally opposed the fog 
without, or rather its influence upon his patrons and society 
at large. The face he offered to it was a strong one, al- 
though superficially smooth, for since the reader had the 
honor of his acquaintance, he had shaved off his heard, as 
a probably unnecessary indication of character. It was 
still early, but he had already dispatched much business 
with that prompt decision which made even an occasional 
blunder seem heroic. He was signing a letter that one of 
his clerks had brought him, when he said briskly, without 
looking up, — 
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"Send Mr, EamirM in." 

Mr. Ramirez, who hail already called for three siicces- 
eive days without obtaining an audience of Dumphy, en- 
tered the private room with an excited sense of having 
been wronged, which, however, instantly disappeared, aa 
fat as external manifestation was concerntid, on his contact 
with the hard-headed, aggressive, and prompt Dumphy. 

"How do)" said Dumphy, without looking up from Ida 
desk. Mr. Ramirez uttered some objection to the weather, 
and then took a seat uneasily near Dumphy. "Go on," 
said Dumphy, "I can listen." 

"It is I who came to listen," said Mr. Ramirez, with 
great suavity. "It is of the news I would hear." 

"Yea," said Mr. Dumphy, signing his name rapidly to 
several documents, "Yea, Yes, Yes." He finished them, 
turned rapidly upon Ramirez, and 8aid"Ves!" again, in 
such a positive manner as to utterly shipwreck that gentle- 
man's self-control. "Ramirez!" said Dumphy abruptly, 
"how much have you got in that thing? " 

Mr. Ramirez, atill floating on a sea of conjecture, could 
only say, "Eh! Ah! It is whatl" 

"How deep are youl How much would you lose?" 

Mr. Ramirez endeavored to fis his eyes upon Dumphy's. 
"How — much — would I lose? — if how? If what?" 

" What — money — have — you — got — in — iti" said 
Mr. Dumphy, emphasizing each word sharply with the 
blunt end of his pen on the desk. 

"No money! I have much interest in the succesa of 
Madame Devarges ! " 

" Then you 're not ' in ' much 1 That 'a lucky for you. 
Read that letter. Show him in ! " 

The last remark was in reply to a mumbled interroga- 
tory of the clerk, who had just entered. Perhaps it was 
lucky for Mr. Ramirez that Mr. Dumphy'a abaorption with 
his new viaitor prevented his observation of his previous 



L 



AN OLD PIONEER OF '49 117 

Tisitor'a face. As he read the letter, Ramirez's face first 
turned to an ashen-gray hue, then to a livid purple, then 
he smacked his dry lipa thrice, and said "Cardmbal" then 
with burning eyes he turned towards Dumpliy. 

"You have read this!" he asked, shaking the letter 
toward Dumphy. 

"One moment," intemipted Dumphy, finishing the con- 
versation with his latest visitor, and following him to the 
door. "Yes," he continued, returning to his desk and 
facing Ramirez, "Yea!" Mr. Ramirez could only shake 
the letter and smile in a ghastly way at Dumphy. "YeB," 
said Dumphy, reaching forward and coolly taking the letter 
out of Ramirez's hand. "Yea. Seems she is going to get 
married," he continued, consulting the letter. "Going to 
marry the brother, the man in possession. That puts yon 
all right; any way the cat jumps; and it lets you out," 

With the air of having finished the interview, Mr. 
Dumphy quietly returned the letter, followed by Ramirez's 
glaring eyes, to a pigeon-hole in his desk, and tapped his 
desk with his penholder. 

"And you — youl " gasped Ramirez hoarsely, — 

"Oh, / didn't go into it a dollar. Tet it was a good 
investment. She could have made out a strong case. 
You had possession of the deed or will, hadn't you) 
There was no evidence of the existence of the other wo- 
man," continued Mr. Dumphy, ia his usually loud voice, 
overlooking the cautionary gestures of Mr. Ramirez with 
perfect indifTerence. "Hello I How do J" he added to 
another visitor, "I was sending you a note." 

Mr. Ramirez rose. His long iinger-naila were buried 
in the yellow flesh of his palms. His face was quite 
bloodless, and his lips were dry, 

" What 's your hurry ! " said Dumphy, looking up. 
"Come in again; there's another matter I want you to 
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look into, Eamirez! We've got some money out on a 
claim that ought to have one or two essential papers to 
make it right. I dare say they 're lying round somewhere 
where you can find 'em. Draw on me for the expense." 

Mr. Dumpily did not say this slyly, nor with any dark 
significance, but with perfect frankness. Virtually it said 
— " Vou 're a scamp, so am I; whether or not this other 
man who overhears us is one likewise, it matters not." 
He took his seat again, turned to the latest comer, and 
became oblivious of his previous companion. 

Luckily for Mr. Ramirez, when he reached the street 
he had recovered the control of his features, if not his 
natural color. At least the fog, which seemed to lend a 
bluish-gray shade to all complexions, allowed his own livid 
clieek to pass unnoticed. He walked quickly, and it 
appeared almost unconsciously, towards the water, for it 
was not until he reached the steamboat wharf that he knew 
where ha was. He seemed to have 'taken one step from 
Mr. Dumphy's office to the pier. There was nothing 
between these two objects in his consciousness. The in- 
terval was utterly annihilated. The steamboat did not 
leave for Sacramento until eight that evening, and it was 
only ten o'clock now, He bad been conscious of this as 
he walked, but be could not have resisted this one move- 
ment, even if a futile one, towards the ohject of his re- 
vengeful frenzy. Ten hours to wait — ten hours to be 
passive, inactive — to be doing nothing! How could he 
pass the time? He could sharpen his kuife. He could 
buy a new one. He could purchase a better pistol. He 
remembered passing a gunsmith's shop with a display of 
glittering weapons in its window. He retraced his steps, 
and entered the shop, spending some moments in turning 
over the gunsmith's various wares. Especially was he 
fascinated by a long broad-blaJed bowie-knife. 

"My own make," said the tradesman, with professional 
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pride, passing a. broad, leathery thumli along the keen edge 
of the hiade, " It '11 split a half-dollar. See ! " 

He threw a half-dollar on the counter, and with a 
quick, straight, down-darting stab pierced it in halves. 
Mr. Kamirez waa pleased, and professed a desire to make 
the experiment himself. But the point slipped, sending 
the half-dollar across the shop and cutting a long Eplinter- 
ing furrow in the counter. 

"Yer narvea ain't steady. And ye try too hard," said 
the man coolly, "Thet 's the way it 's apt to be with you 
gents. Ye jest work yourself up into a fever 'bout a little 
thing like thet, ez if everything depended on it. Don't 
make sich a big thing of it. Take it easy like this," and 
with a quick, firm, workmanlike stroke the tradesman 
rspeated the act successfully. 

Mr. Ramirez bought the knife. As the man wrapped 
it up in paper, he remarked with philosophic kindness, — 

" I would n't try to do it agin this momin'. It 's early 
in the day, and I 've noticed thet gents ez hez been runnin' 
free all night ain't apt to do theiraelves justice next mom- 
in'. Take it quietly alone by yourself, this arternoon; 
don't think you're goin' to do anjthin' big, and you'll 
fetch it, sure ! " 

When Mr, Bamirez was in the street again he looked at 
his watch. Eleven o'clock! Only one hour gone. He 
buttoned his coat tightly over the knife in his breast 
pocket, and started on again feverishly. Twelve o'clock 
found him rambling over the sand hills near the Mission 
Dolores, In one of the hy-streets he came upon a woman 
looking so like the one that filled all his thoughts that be 
turned to look at her again with a glance so full of malev- 
olence that she turned from him in terror. This circum- 
stance, his agitation, and the continual dryness of his lipa 
sent him into a saloon, where he drank freely, without, 
however, increasing or abating his excitement, When he 
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returned to the crowded streets again he walked quickly, 
imagining that hie manner was noticed hy others, in BUch 
intervals as he snatched from the contemplation of a single 
iiitention. There were several ways of doing it. One 
was to tax her with her deceit and then kill her in the 
tempest of his iniiignation. Another and a more favorable 
thought waa to surprise her and her new accomplice — for 
Mr. Ramirez, after the manner of most jealous reasoners, 
never gave her credit for any higher motive than that she 
had shown to him — and kill them both, Another and a 
later idea was to spend the strength of his murderous pas- 
aion upon the man, and then to enjoy her discomfiture, 
the faOure of her plans, and perhaps her appeals for for- 
giveness. But it would still be two days before he could 
reach them. Perhaps they were already married. Per- 
haps they would be gone I In all this wild, passioDate, 
and tumultuous contemplation of an eiTect, there never 
had been for a single moment in his mind the least doubt 
of the adequacy of the cause. That he vras a dvpe, — 
a hopeless, helpless dupe, — was sufficient. Since he had 
read the letter, his self- consciousness had centred upon a 
single thought, expressed to him in a single native word, 
"Bobo," It ]n'as continually before his ejea. He spelled 
it on the signs in the street. It kept up a dull monoto- 
nous echo in his ears. "Bobo." Ah! she should seel 

It was past noon, and the fog had deepened. Afar from 
the hay came the sounds of bells and whistles. If the 
steamer should not gof If she should be delayed, ae 
often happened, for several boura 1 He would go down to 
the wharf and inquire. In the meantime, let the devil 
seize the fog! Might the Holy St. Bartholomew damn 
forever the cowardly dog of a captain and the coyote crew 
who would refuse to go ! He came sharply enough down 
Commercial Street, and then, when opposite the Arcade 
Saloon, with the instinct that leads desperate men into 
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desperate places, he entered and glared vindictively aroimd 
him. The immense room, hright with lights and glitter- 
ing with gilding and mirrors, seemiid quiet and grave in 
contrast with the busy thoroughfare without. It was still 
too early for the usual habitues of the place ; only a few 
of the long gainbliJig tables were occupied. There was 
only a single monte bank "open," and to thia Kamirez 
bent his steps with the peculiar predilections of his race. 
It BO chanced that Mr. Jack Hamlin was temporarily in 
charge of the interests of this hank, and was dealing in a 
listless, perfunctory manner. It jnsy be parenthetically 
remarked that hia own game was faro. His present posi- 
tion was one of pure friendliness to the absent dealer, who 
was taking his dinner above stairs. Kamirez flung a piece 
of gold on the table and lost. Again he attempted fortune 
and lost. He lost the third time. Then his pent-up feel- 
ings found vent in the characteristic "Caramba!" Mr. 
Jack Hamlin looked up. It was not the oath, it was not 
the expression of ill-humor, both of which were common 
enough in Mr. Hamlin's experience, but a certain distin- 
guishing quality in the voice which awoke Jack's pecu- 
liarly retentive memory. He looked up, and, to borrow 
hia own dialect, at once "spotted" the owner of the voice. 
H« made no outward sign of his recognition, but quietly 
pursued the game. In the next deal Mt. Eaniirez won ! 
Mr. Hamlin quietly extended his croupe and raked down 
Mr. Eamirez's money with the losers'. 

As Mr. Hamlin doubtless had fully expected, Mr. 
Kamirez rose with a passionate scream of rage. Whereat 
Mr. Hamlin coolly pushed back Mr. Ramirez's stake and 
winnings without looking up. Leaving it upon the table, 
Kamirez leaped to the gambler's side. 

"You would insult me, so! You would oh — ee — at, 
e\i t You would take my money, so ! " he said hoarsely, 
gesticulating passionately with one hand, while with the 
he grasped as wildly in his breast. 
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Mr. Jack Hamlin turned a pair of dark eyee i 
speaker, and said qnietly, " Sit down, Johnny ! " 

With the pent-up passion of the laat few hours boiling 
in his blood, with the murderous intent of the morning 
still darkling in his mind, with the passionate sense of a 
new insult stinging him to madness, Mr. Eaniirez should 
have struck the gambler to the earth. Possibly that was 
bis intention as he crossed to his side; possibly that was 
bis conviction aa be beard himself — Ae — Victor Eamirez! 
whose presence in two days should strike terror to two 
hearts in One Horse Gulch I — addressed as Johnny ! But 
he looked into the eyes of Mr. Hamlin and hesitated. 
What he saw there I cannot say. They were handsome 
eyes, clear and well opened, and bad been considered by 
several members of a fond and confiding sex as peculiarly 
arcb and tender. But, it must be confessed, Mr. Eamirez 
returned to his seat without doing anything. 

"Ye don't know that man," said Mr. Hamlin to the 
two players nearest him, in a tone of the deepest confi- 
dence, which was, however, singularly enough, to be heard 
distinctly by every one at the table, including Eamirez, 
"You don't know him, but I do! He 's a desprit charac- 
ter," continued Mr, Hamlin, glancing at bim and quietly 
shuffling the cards, "a very desprit character! Make your 
game, gentlemen ! Keeps a cattle ranch in Sonoma, and 
a private graveyard whar he buries his own dead. They 
call him the ' Yaller Hawk of Sonoma.' He 's outer sorts 
jest now; probably jest killed some one up thar, and 
smells blood." Mr. Eamirez smiled a ghastly smile, and 
affected to examine the game minutely and critically as 
Mr. Hamlin paused to rake in the gold. " He 's artful — 
is Johnny ! " continued Mr, Hamlin, in the interval of 
shuffling, "artful and sly! Partikerly when he's after 
blood! See bim sittin' tbar and smilin'. He doesn't 
want to internipt the game. He knows, gentlemen, tb"! 



AN OLD PIONEER OF '49 123 

in five minutea from now Jim will be back here and I 'U 

be free. Thet 's what he 's waitiu' for! Thet 'b what 's 
the matter with the ' Yaller Slaughterer of Sonoma! ' Got 
his Itnife ready in his breast, too. Done up in brown 
paper to keep it clean. He 'a mighty pertilclei 'bout his 
weppins ia Johnny. Hez a knife for every new man." 
Ramirez rose with an attempt at jocularity, and pocketed 
his gains. Mr. Hamlin affected not to notice him until 
he was about to leave the table. " He 'a goin' to wait for 
me outside," he exclaimed. "In five minutes, Johnny," 
he called to Ramirez's retreating figure. " If you can't 
wait, I 'II expect to see you at the Marysville Hotel next 
week, Room No, 95, the next room, Johnny, the next 

The Mr. Ramirez who reached the busy thoroughfare 
again was so different from the Mr. Ramirez who twenty 
minutes before had entered the Arcade that hie identity 
might have easily been doubted. He did not even breathe 
in the same way; his cheek, although haggard, had re- 
sumed its color; his eyes, which hitherto had been fixed 
and contemplative, had returned to their usual reetlesB 
vivacity. With the exception that at first he walked 
quickly on leaving the saloon, and once or twice hurriedly 
turned to see if anybody were following him, his manner 
was totally changed. And this without effusion of blood, 
or the indulgence of an insatiable desire for revenge ! Ab 
I prefer to deal with Mr, Ramirez without afi'eeting to 
know any more of that gentleman than he did himself, 
I am unable to explain any more clearly than he did to 
himself the reason for this change in his manner, or the 
utter subjection of hia murderous passion. When it is 
L that for several hours he had had unlimited 
vithoufc opposition, in hia own instincts, but 
that for the last twenty minutes he had some reason to 
doubt their omnipotence, perhaps some explanation may 
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be adduced. I only know that by half-past aix Mr. 
Ramirez had settled in his roind that physical pimiBhment 
cf his enemies was not the most efflcaciona means of 
revenge, and that at half-past seven he had concluded not 
to take the Sacramento boat. And yet for the previous 
six hours I have reaaon to believe that Mi. Kamirez was 
as sincere a murderer as ever suffered the penalty of hia 
act, or to whom circumatances had not offered a Mr. Ham- 
lin to act upon a constitutional cowardice. 

Mr. Kamirez proceeded leisurely down Montgomery 
Street until he came to Pacific Street. At the comer of 
the street his way was for a moment stopped by a rattling 
team and wagon that dashed off through the fog in the 
direction of the wharf. Mr. Ramirez recognized the ex- 
press and mail for the Sacramento boat. But Mr. Ramirez 
did not know that the expreas contained a letter which ran 
as follows: — 

Dear Madau, — Yours of the lOUi received, and con- 
tents noted. Am willing to make our services contingent 
upon your success. We believe your present courae will 
be quite as satisfactory as the plan you first proposed. 
Would advise you not to give a personal interview to Mr. 
Ramirez, but refer him to Mr. Gabriel Conroy. Mr, 
Ramirez's manner is such as to lead us to suppose that he 
might offer violence, unless withheld by the presence of a 
third party. Yours respectfully, 

Petek Dumpht. 



CHAPTER n 

A CLOUD OF WITNISSSES 

The street into which !Ramirez plunged at first sight 
appeared almost impassable, and but for a certain regularity 
in the parallels of irregular, oddly-built houses, its original 
intention as a thoroughfare might have been open to grave 
doubt. It was dirty, it was muddy, it was ill-lighted; it 
was rocky and precipitous in some places, and sandy and 
monotonous in others. The grade had been changed two 
or three times, and each time apparently for the worse, 
but always with a noble disregard for the dwellings, which 
were invariably treated as an accident in the original de- 
sign, or as obstacles to be overcome at any hazard. The 
near result of this large intent was to isolate some houses 
completely, to render others utterly inaccessible except by 
scaling ladders, and to produce the general impression that 
they were begun at the top and built down. The remoter 
effect was to place the locality under a social ban, and 
work a kind of outlawry among the inhabitants. Several 
of the houses were originally occupied by the Spanish 
native Californians, who, with the conservative instincts of 
their race, still clung to their casas after the Americans 
had flown to pastures new and less rocky and inaccessible 
beyond. Their vacant places were again filled by other 
native Californians, through that social law which draws 
the members of an inferior and politically degraded race 
into gregarious solitude and isolation, and the locality be- 
came known as the Spanish Quarter. That they lived in 
houaes utterly inconsistent with their habits and tastes^ 
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that tliej affected a locality utterly foreign to tlielr iucliua- 
tiona or cuatoma, was not the least pathetic and grotesque 
element to a contemplative ohaerver. 

Before, or rather beneath one of these structures, Mr, 
Kamirez stopped, and began the ascent of a long flight of 
wooden steps, that at ket brought him to the foundations 
of the dwelling. Another equally long exterior staircase 
brought him at last to the veranda or gallery of the second 
story, the first being partly hidden by an embankment. 
Here Mr. Ramirez discovered another flight of narrower 
steps leading down to a platform before the front door. 
It was open. In the hall-way two or three dark-faced 
men were lounging, smoking cigaritos, and enjoying, in 
apite of the fog, the apparently unseasonable neglig^ of 
ahirt sleeves and no collars. At the open front windows 
of the parlor two or three women were sitting, elad in the 
lightest and whitest of flounced muslin skirts, with heavy 
shawls over their heads and shoulders, as if summer had 
stopped at their waists, like an equator. 

The house was feebly lighted, or lather the gloom of 
yellowish-browned walla and dark furniture, from which 
all lustre and polish had been smoked, made it seem 
darker. Nearly every room and all the piazzas were dim 
with the yellow haiie of burning cigaritos. There were 
light browu stains on the shirt sleeves of the men, there 
were yellowish streaks on the otherwise spotless skirts of 
the women; every masculine and feminine forefinger and 
thumb was steeped to its first joint with yellow. The 
fumes of burnt paper and tobacco permeated the whole 
house like some religious incense, through which occasion- 
ally struggled an inspiration of red peppers and garlic. 

Two or three of the loungers addressed Kamirez in terms 
of grave recognition. One of the women — the stoutest — 
appeared at the doorway, holding her shawl tightly over 
her shoulders with one hand, as if to conceal i 
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deababille above the waist, and playfully shaking a black 
fan at the young man with the otber hand, applied to him 
the varioufl epithets of "Ingrate," "Traitor," and"JudaB," 
■with great vivacity and volubility. Then she faced him 
coquettiahly. 

"And after bo long, whence now, thou little black- 
guard ) " 

"It ia of buBineBS, my heart and soul," exclaimed Ka- 
mirez, with haety and somewhat peifunctoiy gallantry. 
"Who ia above?" 

"Those who testify." 

"And Don Pedro? " 

"He is there, and the Senor Perkins." 

"Good. I will go on after a little," he nodded apolo- 
getically, as he hastily ascended the staircase. On the 
first landing above he paused, turned doubtfully toward 
the nearest door, and knocked hesitatingly. There waa 
no response. Ramirez knocked again more sharply and 
decidedly. This resulted in a quick rattling of the lock,- 
the Budden opening of the door, and the abrupt appearance 
of a man in ragged alpaca coat and frayed trousers. He 
stared fiercely at Ramirez, said in English, "What in h — ! 
next doorl" and as abruptly slammed the door in Rami- 
rez's face. Eamirez entered hastily the room indicated by 
the savage stranger, and was at once greeted by a dense 
cloud of smoke and the sound of welcoming voices. 

Around a long table covered with quaint- looking legal 
papers, maps, and parchments, a half-dozen men were 
seated. The greater number were past the middle age, 
dark-featured and grizzle- haired, and one, whose wrinkled 
face was the color and texture of redwood bark, waa bowed 
with decrepitude. 

" He had one hundred and two years day before yester- 
day. He is the principal witness to Michel torrena's signft- 
ture in the Castro claim," exclaimed Don Pedro. 
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" Is he able to remember T " asked Buuirez. 

" Who knows 1 " said Don Pedro, shniggiiig his ahoul- 
der. "He will swear; it it enough!" 

"What animal have we in the next roomt" asked Ra- 
miies. "Is it wolf ot heart " 

"The Senor Perkins," said Don Pedro. 

"Why ishel" 
"He translatas." 

H«re Kamirez related, with some yehemence, how he 
mistook the room, and the stranger's hrusque salutation. 
the company listened attentively and even respectfully. 
An American audience would have laughed. The present 
company did not alter their serious demeanor ; a breach of 
politeness to a stranger was a matter of grave importance 
even to these doubtful characters, Don Pedro explained, — 

"Ah, so it is believed that God has visited him here." 
He tapped his forehead. "He is not of their country 
fashion at all. He has punctuality, he has secrecy, he has 
the habitude. When strikes the clock three he is here; 
when it strikes nine he is gone. Sis hours to work in 
that room ! Ah, heavens ! The quantity of work — it is 
astounding! Folios! Volumes! Good! it is done. Punc- 
tually at nine of the night he takes up a paper left on his 
desk by his padrone, in which is enwrapped ten dollars — 
the golden eagle, and he departs for that day. They tell 
to me that five dollars is gone at the gambling table, bat 
no more! then five dollars for subsistence — always the 
aame. Always! Always! He is a scholar — so profound, 
BO admirable! He has the Spanish, the French, perfect. 
He is worth his weight in gold to the lawyers — you un- 
derstand — but they camiot use him. To them he says — 
'I translate, lies or what not ! mm knows? I care not 
—but no more. ' He is woniierfnl ! " 

The allusion to the gaming-table revived Victor's recol- 
lection, and his intention in his present visit. 
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"Thou hast told me, Don Pedro," he said, lowering his 
voice in confidence, "how much is fashioned the testimony 
of the witnesses in regard of the old land grants by the 
governors and alcaldes. Good. Is it bo! " 

Don Pedro glanced around the room. "Of those that 
are hero to-night live will swear as they are prepared by me 
— you oomprebead — and there is a governor, a military 
secretary, an alcalde, a comandante, and saints perserve 
ubI an arch bishop ! They are respectable caballeros; but 
they have been robbed, you comprehend, by the Ameri- 
canos, What matters T They have been taught a lesson. 
They will get the best price for their memory. EhT 
They will sell it where it pays best. Believe me, Victor; 
it is so." 

"Good," said Victor. "Listen; if there was a man — 
a brigand, a devil — an American! — who had extorted 
from Pico a grant — you comprehend — a gr^nt, formal, 
and regular, and recorded — accepted of the Land Commis- 
aion — and some one, ehl — even myself, should say to 
you it is all wrong, my friend, my brother — ah!" 

"From Picol" asked Don Pedro. 

"Si, from Pico, in '47," responded Victor, — "a grant." 

Don Pedro rose, opened a secretary in the comer, and 
took out some badly- printed, yellowish blanks, with a seal 
in the right-hand lower comer. 

"Custom House paper from Monterey," explained Don 
Pedro, " blank with Governor Pico's signature and rubric 
Comprehendest thou, Victor, my friend 1 A second grant 
is simple enough ! " 

Victor's eyes sparkled. 

"But two for the same land, my brother? " 

Don Pedro shrugged his shoulders, and rolled a £iesh 
cigarito. 

"There are two for nearly every grant of his late Excel- 
lency. Art thou certain, my brave friend, there are not 
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tkrte to this di which thoa speakesl I If there be bet cme 
— Holj Mother! it is nothing. SorelT the knd his no 
Ttlue. Where is this modest pi>L>peEtTt How many 
leagnea sqiutfef Come, we will letire in this loom, and 
thoa majest tjJk undisturbed. There is excellent mgaai" 
dienle too, mj Victor, come,^ and Don Fedio rose, eoo- 
ducted Yidor into a smaller apaitmoit, and closed the 
door. 

Xearij an hour elapsed. During that interral the 
sound of Victor's Toioe, raised in passi<>nate recital, might 
hare been heaid hj the occupants of the laiger loom, but 
that thej were completely inTolred in their own smoky 
atmosphere, and were perhaps politely oUivious of the 
stranger's business. They chatted, compared notes, and 
examined legal documents with the excited and pleased 
curiosity of men to whom business and the present impor- 
tance of its results was a noreltr. At a few minutes be- 
fore nine IV>n Pediv* reappeared with Victor. I griere to 
sar that either fn>m the reaction of the intense excitement 
of the morning, fi»m the active sympathy of his friend, or 
horn the equally sctothing anodyne of aguaidiente, he was 
somewhat incoherent, interjectional, and effusive. The 
effect of excessive stimulation on passionate natures like 
Vicu>r*s is to render them either maudlin or affectionate. 
Mr. Kamirez was both. He demanded with tears in his 
eves to be led to the ladies. He would seek in the com- 
pany of Manuela, the stout female before intrcNiuced to the 
reader, that sympathy which an injured, deceived, and 
confiding nature like his own ^> deeply waved. 

On the staii>rase he r*n against a stxanger. precise, dig- 
nified, accuratelv clothed and fitte^l — the ^^S^^'Bor Perkins " 
just released fri>m his slavery* a very different person from 
the one accidentallv disoKvssevI to him an hv^ur before, on 
his piv>lttble way to the gaming table> ainl his habitual 
eigoyment on the evening of the d;j^« In his maudlin 
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coiiditioa, Victor would fain have exclianged views with 
him in regard to the general deceitfulneaa of the fair, and 
the miflfortuoes that attend a sincere passion, but Don 
Pedro hurried him below into the parlor, and out of the 
reach of the serenely contemptuous observation of the 
Sefior Perkins's eye. Once in the parlor, and in the pres- 
ence of the coquettish Manuela, who was still closely 
shawled, as if yet uncertain and doubtful in regard to the 
propriety of her garments above the waist, Victor, after a 
few vague remarks upon the general inability of the sex to 
understand a nature so profoundly deep and so wildly pas- 
sionate as his own, eventually succumbed in a large black 
haircloth arm-chair, and became helplessly and hopelessly 



"We must find a bed here for him to-night," said the 
sympathizing but practical Manuela ; "he is not fit, poor 
imbecile, to be sent to his hotel. Mother of God I' what 
is this J " 

In lifting him out of the chair into which he had sub- 
sided with a fatal tendency to slide to the floor, unless 
held by main force, something had fallen from hia breast 
pocket, and Manuela had picked it iip. It was the howie- 
knife he had purchased that morning. 

"Ah!" said Maiiuela, "desperate little brigand; he has 
been among the Americanos! Look, my uncle!" 

Don Pedro took the weapon quietly from the brown 
hands of Manuela and examined it coolly. 

"It is hew, my niece," he responded, with a slight 
Bhrqg of his shoulders. "The gloss is still upon ita blade. 
We will take him to bed," 
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MBS. SEPDLVIDA 

If there was a spot on earth of which the usual dead 
monotony of the Califoinian eeasons seemed a perfectly 
consistent and natural expression, that spot was the ancient 
and time-honored pueWo and mission of the blessed St. 
Anthony. The changeless, cloudless, expressionless skies 
of summer seemed to symbolize that aristocratic conserva- 
tism which repelled all innovation, and was its distinguish- 
ing mark. The stranger who rode into the pueblo in his 
own conveyance — for the instincts of San Antonio refused 
to sanction the introduction of a stagecoach or diligence 
that might bring into the town irresponsible and vagabond 
travelers — read in the faces of the idle, lounging peons 
the fact that the great rancheros who occupied the outlying 
grants had refused to sell their lands, long before he en- 
tered the one short walled street and open plaza, and found 
that he was in a town where there was no hotel or tavern, 
and that he was dependent entirely upon the hospitality of 
some courteous resident for a meal or a night's lodging, 

Ab he drew rein in the courtyard of the first large adobe 
dwelling, and received the grave welcome of a strange but 
kindly face, he saw around him everywhere the past un- 
changed. The sun shone as brightly and fiercely on thp 
long red tilea of the low roofs, that looked as if they had 
been thatched with longitudinal slips of cinnamon, even as 
it had shone for the last himdred years; the gaunt wolf- 
like d(^s ran out and harked at him as their fathers and 
mothers had barked at the preceding stranger of twenty 
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years before. There were the few wild half-broken mua- 
Sanga tettiered by strong riatae before the veranda of the. 

low fonda, with the sunlight glittering on theii silvei 
wrappings; there weie the broad, blank expanses of white- 
(vaahed adobe walls, as barren and guiltless of record as 

iieventful days, as monotououa and eKpreEsionlesa as 
ilie stilling sky above; there were the white, donie-Bhaped 

'a of the mission rising above the green of olives and. 
pear-trees, twisted, gnarled, and knotted with the rheunia- 

of age; there wns the unchanged strip of narrow white 
beach, and beyond, the sea, — vast, illimitable, and always 

ame. The steamers that crept slowly up the darken- 
ing coast line were something remote, unreal, and phantas- 
mal ; since the Philippine galleon had left its bleached and 
broken ribs in the sand in 1640, no vessel had, in the 
memory of man, dropped anchor in the open roadstead 
below the curving Point of Pines and the white walls 
and dismounted bronze cannon of the presidio, that looked 
blankly and hopelessly seaward. 

For all this, the pueblo of San Antonio was the cynosuTe 
of the covetous American eye. Its vast leagues of fertile 
soil, its countless herds of cattle, the semi-tropical luxuri- 
ance of its vegetation, the salubrity of its climate, and the 
existence of miraculous mineral springs, were at once A 
temptation and an exasperation to greedy speculators of 
San Francisco. Happily for San Antonio, its square leaguea 
were held by only a few of the wealthiest native gentry. 
The ranchoa of the "Bear," of the "Holy Fisherman," of 
the "Blessed Trinity," comprised all of the outlying lands, 
and their titles were patented and secured to their native 
owners in the earlier days of the American occupation, 
while their comparative remoteness from the populous 
centres had protected them from the advances of foreign 
cupidity. But one American had ever entered upon the 
■on and enjoyment of this Califoinian Aroadia, and 
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If there was a spot on earth of which the uBual dead 
monotony of the Califomian seasons seemed a perfectly 
consistent and natural exprcBsion, tliat spot was the ancient 
and time-honored pueblo and misHion of the blessed St. 
Anthony. The changeless, cloudless, expressionless skies 
of summer seemed to synibolize that aristocratic conseiva- 
tism which repelled all innovation, and was its distinguish- 
ing mark. The stranger who rode into the pueblo in hia 
own conveyance- — for the instincts of San Antonio refused 
to sanction the introduction of a stagecoach or diligence 
that might bring into the town irresponsible and vagabond 
travelers — read in the faces of the idle, lounging peona 
the fact that the great ranch eros who occupied the outlying 
grants had refused to sell their lands, long before he en- 
tered the one short walled street and open plaza, and found 
that he was in a town where there was no hotel or tavern, 
and that he was dependent entirely upon the hospitality of 
some courteous resident for a meal or a night's lodging. 

As he drew rein in tlie courtyard of the first large adobe 
dwelling, and received the grove welcome of a strange hut 
kindly face, he saw around hira everywhere the past un- 
changed. The sun shone as brightly and fiercely on the 
long red tiles of the low roofs, that looked as if they had ■ 
been thatched with longitudinal slips of cinnamon, even as 
it had shone for the last hundred years; the gaunt wolf- 
like dogs ran out and barked at him as their fathers and 
mothers had barked at the preceding stranger of twenty 
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years before. There were the few wild half-broken mus- 
tangs tethered bj strong riataa before the veranda of tha 
long low fonda, with the eunlight glittering on tbeii Bilvei 
trappings; there were tlie broad, blank expanses of white- 
washed adobe walls, as barren and guiltless of record as 
the uneventful days, as monotonous and expressionless as 
the staring sky above ; there were the white, doiue-shaped 
towers of the mission rising alJove the green of olives and 
pear-trees, twisted, gnarled, and knotted with the rheuma- 
tism of age ; there was the unchanged strip of narrow white 
beach, and beyond, the sea, — vast, illimitable, and alwaj'a 
the same. The steamers that crept slowly up the darken- 
ing coast line were something remote, unreal, and phantaS' 
mal ; since the Philippine galleon had left its bleached and 
broken ribs in the sand in 1640, no vessel had, in the 
memory of man, dropped anchor in the open roadstead 
below the curving Point of Pines and the white walla 
and dismounted bronze cannon of the presidio, that looked 
blankly and hopelessly seaward. 

For all this, the pueblo of San Antonio was the cynosure 
of the covetous American eye. Its vast leagues of fertile 
soil, its countless herds of cattle, the semi-tropical luxuri- 
ance of its vegetation, the salubrity of its climate, and the 
existence of miraculous mineral springs, were at once a 
temptation and an exasperation to greedy speculators of 
San Francisco. Happily for San Antonio, its square ieaguea 
were held by only a few of the wealthiest native gentry. 
The ranches of the "Bear," of the "Holy Fisherman," of 
the "Blessed Trinity," comprised all of the outlying lands, 
and their titles were patented and secured to their native 
owners in the earlier days of the American occupation, 
while their comparative remoteness from the populous 
centres had protected them from the advances of foreign 
cupidity. But one American had ever entered upon the 
a and enjoymuit of this Californian Aioadia, and 
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that was the widow of Don Joea SepulviiU. Eighteen 
months ago the excellent Sepulvida had died at the age of 
eighty-four, and left liia charming young American wife 
the Hole mistreea of his vast estate. Attractive, of a plea- 
sant, social temperament, that the Dona Maria should 
eventually bestow her hand and the estate upon some losel 
Americano, who would bring ruin in the hoUow disguise 
of "improvementa" to the established and conservative life 
of San Antonio, was an event to be expected, feared, and, 
if possible, estopped by fasting and prayer. 

When the Dofia Maria returned from a month's visit to 
San Francisco after her year's widowhood, alone, and to 
all appearances as yet unattached, it is said that a Te 
Deum was sung at the mission church. The possible 
defection of the widow became still more important to San 
Antonio when it was remcmbereil that the lai^est estate 
in the valley, the "Eancho of the Holy Trinity," was held 
by another member of this deceitful sex — the alleged 
natural half-breed daughter of a deceased governor — but 
happily preserved from the possible fate of the widow by 
teligioua preoccupation and the habits of a recluse. That 
the irony of Providence should leave the fate and future 
of San Antonio so largely dependent upon the results of 
levity, and the caprice of a susceptible sex, gave a sombre 
tinge to the gossip of the little pueblo, — -if the grave, deco- 
rous discussion of senores and seiloras could deserve that 
name. Nevertheless it was believed by the more devout 
that a miraculous interposition would eventually save San 
Antonio from the Americanos and destruction, and it was 
alleged that the patron saint, himself accomplished in the 
art of resisting a peculiar form of temptation, would not 
scruple to oppose personally any undue weakness of vanity 
or the flesh in helpless widowhood. Yet even the most 
devout and trustful believers, as they slyly slipped aside 
veil or manta, to peep fuctively at the Dona Maria enter- 
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ing chapel, in the heathenish abominations of a Pari- 
sian dress and bonnet, and a face rosy with self-conscious- 
ness and innocent satisfaction, felt their hearts sink within 
them, and turned their eyes in mute supplication to the 
gaunt, austere patron saint pictured on the chancel wall 
above them, who, clutching a skull and crucifix as if for 
support, seemed to glare upon the pretty stranger with 
some trepidation and a possible doubt of his being able to 
resist the newer temptation. 

As far as was consistent with Spanish courtesy, the 
Dona Maria was subject to a certain mild espionage. It 
was even hinted by some of the more conservative that a 
duenna was absolutely essential to the proper decorum of 
a lady representing such large social interests as the widow 
Sepulvida, although certain husbands, who had already 
suffered from the imperfect protection of this safeguard, 
offered some objection. But the pretty widow, when this 
proposition was gravely offered by her ghostly confessor, 
only shook her head and laughed. "A' husband is the 
best duenna. Father Felipe," she said archly, and the 
conversation ended. 

Perhaps it was as well that the gossips of San Antonio 
did not know how imminent was their danger, or how 
closely imperiled were the vast social interests of the 
pueblo on the 3d day of June, 1854. 

It was a bright, clear morning, — so clear that the dis- 
tant peaks of the San Bruno mountains seemed to have 
encroached upon the San Antonio valley over night; so 
clear that the horizon line of the vast Pacific seemed to 
take in half the globe beyond. It was a morning, cold, 
hard, and material as granite, yet with a certain mica 
sparkle in its quality, — a morning full of practical animal 
life, in which bodily exercise was absolutely essential to 
its perfect understanding and enjoyment. It was scarcely 
to be wondered that the Dona Maria Sepulvida, who was 
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Tetundag from a visit to her steward and mHJoT-doino, 
attended by a single vaquero, should have thrgwn the reina 
forward on the neck of her yellow mare, Tita, and dashed 
at a wild gallop down the white strip of beach that curved 
from the garden wall of the mission to the Point of Pines, 
a league beyond. Concho, the venerable vaquero, after 
vaiuJy endeavoring to keep pace with hie mistress's fiery 
steed, and gtill more capricious fancy, shru^ed his shoul- 
ders, and subsided into a trot, and was soon lost amoDg 
the shifting sand dunes. Completely carried away by the 
exhilarating air and intoxication of the exercise, the Doita 
Maria — with her brown hair shaken loose from the con- 
finement of her little velvet hat, the whole of a pretty 
foot, and at times, I fear, part of a symmetrical ankle 
visible below the flying folds of her gray riding- skirt, 
flecked here and there with the racing spume of those 
Homeric seas — at last reached the Point of Pines, which 
defined the limits of the peninsula. 

But when the gentle Mistress Sepulvida was within a 
hundred yards of the Point she expected to round, she saw 
with some chagrin that the tide was up, and that each dasn 
of the breaking seas sent a thin, reaching film of shining 
water up to the very roots of the pines. To her still fur- 
ther discomfiture, she saw also that a. smart-looking cavaliei ■ 
had likewise reined in his horse on the other side of the 
Point, and was evidently watching her movements with 
great interest, and, aa she feared, with some anraseraent. 
To go back would be to he followed by this stranger, and 
to meet the cynical but respectful observation of Concho; 
to go forward, at the worst, could only be a slight wetting, 
and a canter beyond the reach of observation of the 
stranger, who coum not in decency turn hack after her. 
All this Dona Maria saw with the swiftness of feminine 
intuition, and, without apparently any hesitation in hei 
fao& of her int«iit^ dashed into the surf below the Point. 
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Alas for feminine logic ! Mistress Sepulvida's reasoning 
was perfect, but her premises were wrong. Tita's first 
dash was a brave one, and carried her half round the Point ; 
the next was a simple flounder; the next Btruggle sunk her 
to her knees, the next to her haunches. She was in a 
quicksand ! 

"Let the horse go. Don't stni^lel Take the end of 
your riata. Throw jourself flat on the next wave, and let 
it take you out to seal" 

Dona Maria mechanically loosed the coil of hair rope 
which hung over the pommel of her saddle. Then she 
looked around in the direction of the voice. But she saw 
only a riderless horse, moving slowly along the Point, 

"Quick! Now then!" The voice was seaward now; 
where, to her frightened fancy, some one appeared to be 
swimming. Dona Maria hesitated no longer; with the 
recoil of the next wave, she threw herself forward and was 
carried floating a few yards, and dropped again on the 
treacherous sand. 

"Don't move, but keep your grip on the riatal" 

The next wave would have carried her back, but she 
began to comprehend, and, assisted by the yielding sand, 
held her own and her breath until the under-tow sucked 
her a few yards seaward; the sand was firmer now; she 
floated a few yards farther, when her arm was seized; she 
waa conscious of being impelled swiftly through the water, 
of being dragged out of the surge, of all her back hair 
coming down, that she had left her boots behind her in 
the quicksand, that her rescuer was a stranger, and a 
young man — and then she fainted. 

When she opened her brown eyes again she was lying 
on the dry sand beyond the Point, and the young man waa 
on the beach below her, holding both the horses, — bis own 
and Tita! 

I took the opportunity of getting your horse out. 
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Iv there was a spot on earth of which the usual dead 
monotony of the Califomian eeaaona seemed a perfectly 
consistent and natural expression, that spot was the ancient 
and time-honored pueblo and mission of the blessed St, 
Anthony. The changeless, cloudless, expressionless skies 
of summer seemed to synibolize that aristocratic conserva- 
tism which repelled all innovation, and was its distinguish- 
ing mark. The stranger who rode into the pueblo in hia 
own conveyance — for the instincts of San Antonio refused 
to sanction the introduction of a stagecoach or diligence 
that might bring into the town irresponsible and vagabond 
travelers — read in the faces of the idle, lounging peons 
the fact that the great rancheros who occupied the outlying 
grants had refused to sell their lands, long before he en- 
tered the one short walled street and open plaza, and found 
that be was in a town where there was no hotel or tavern, 
and that he was dependent entirely upon the hospitality of 
Bome courteous resident for a meal or a night's lodging. 

As be drew rein in the courtyard of the first large adobe 
dwelling, and received the grave welcome of a strange but 
kindly face, he saw around him everywhere the past un- 
changed. The Bun shone as brightly and fiercely on the 
long red tiles of the low roofs, that looked as if they hail 
been thatched with longitudinal slips of cinnamon, even as 
it had shone for the last hundred years; the gaunt wolf- 
like dogs ran out and barked at him as their fathers and 
mothers had barked at the preceding stranger of twenty 
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FATHER FELIPE 

When Arthur Poinsett, after an hour's rapid riding 
i>ver the scorching sand-hills, finally drew up at the door 
of the mission refectory^ he had so far profited by his 
own advice to Dona Maria as to be quite dry, and to ex- 
hibit very little external trace of his late adventure. It is 
more remarkable perhaps that there was very little internal 
evidence either. No one who did not know the peculiar 
self-sufficiency of Poinsett's individuality would be able to 
understand the singular mental and moral adjustment of a 
man keenly alive to all new and present impressions, and 
yet able to dismiss them entirely, without a sense of re- 
sponsibility or inconsistency. That Poinsett thought twice 
of the woman he had rescued — that he ever reflected again 
on the possibilities or natural logic of his act — during his 
ride, no one who thoroughly knew him would believe. 
When he first saw Mrs. Sepulvida at the Point of Pines, 
he was considering the possible evils or advantages of a 
change in the conservative element of San Antonio; when 
he left her, he returned to the subject again, and it fully 
occupied his thoughts until Father Felipe stood before him 
in the door of the refectory. I do not mean to say that 
he at all ignored a certain sense of self-gratulation in the 
act, but I wish to convey the idea that all other considera- 
tions were subordinate to this sense. And possibly also 
the feeling, unexpressed, however, by any look or manner, 
that if he was satisfied, everybody else ought to be. 

If Doiia Maria had thought his general address a little 
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too irreverent, ahe would have been surprised at his greeting 
with Father Felipe, His whole manner waa changed to 
one of courteous and even reverential consideration, of a 
boyish faith and trustfulness, of perfect conhdeuce and eelf- 
forgetfulneas, and moreover waa perfectly sincere. She 
would have been more surprised to have noted that the 
object of Arthur's eamestnesa waa an old man, and that 
beyond a certain gentle and courteous manner and refined 
bearing, he waa unpicturesque and odd-fashioned in dreaa, 
snufiy in the sleevea, and possessed and inhabited a pair 
of shoes BO large, shapeless, and inconsistent with the 
usual requirements of that article aa to be grotesque. 

It waa evident that Arthur's manner had previously pre- 
diapoaed the old man in his favor. He held out two soft 
brown handa to the young man, addressed him with a pleas- 
ant smile aa "My son," and welcomed him to the mission. 

"And why not this visit before!" asked Father Felipe, 
when they were aeated upon the little veranda that over- 
looked the mission garden, before their chocolate and 



"I did not know I waa coming until the day before yes- 
terday. It seema that eorae new grants of the old es- 
govemor'a have been discovered, and that a patent is to 
he applied for. My partners being busy, I was deputed 
to come here and look up the matter. To tell the truth, 
I was glad of an excuse to see our fair client, or, at least, 
be disappointed, aa my partners have been, in obtaining a 
glimpae of the mysterious Dona Dolores." 

"Ah, my dear Don Arturo," said the padre, with a 
slightly deprecatory movement of his brown hands, "I fear 
you will be no more fortunate than others. It is a peni- 
tential week with the poor child, and at such times sha 
refuses to see any one, even on busineas. Believe me, 
my dear boy, you, like the others — more than the others 
— permit your imagination to run away with your judg* 
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Do&a DoloTee'e concealment of her face is not to 
1 or tempt tlie maaculine curiosity, but, alas ! — poor 
child — is only to hide the heathenish tattooings that de- 
face her cheek. You know she is a half-breed. Believe 
me, you are all wrong. It is foolish, perhaps — vanity — 
who knows 1 but she is a wojiian — what would you)" 
continued the sagacious padre, emphasizing the aubatantive 
■with a slight shrug worthy of his patron saint. 

"But they say, for all that, she is very heautiful," con- 
tinued Arthur, with that mischievousnesa which was his 
habitual method of ent«rtaining the eamestnees of others, 
and which he could not entirely forego, even with the 
padre. 

"So! Bol Don Arturo — it ia idle gossip!" said Father 
Felipe impatiently, — "a brown Indian girl with a cheek 
aa tawny as the summer fields." 

Arthur made a grimace that might have been either of 
assent or deprecation. 

"Well, I suppose this means that I am to look over the 
papers with you alone. Bueno! Have them out, and let 
UB get over this business as soon as possible." 

"Poco tiempo," said Father Felipe, with a smile. 
Then more gravely, " But what is this I You do not seem 
to have that interest in your profeseion that one might 
expect of the rising young advocate, — the junior partner 
of the great firm you represent. Your heart is not in 
your work — eh J " 

Arthur laughed, 
I "Why noti It is as good as any." 

' "But to right the oppressed! To do justice to the 

! unjustly accused, eh J To redress wrongs — ah, my son! 

that is nohle. That, Don Arturo — it ja that has made 
you and your colleagues dear to me — dear to those who 
have been the helpleea victims of your courts — your cor- ^^^^^^ 
regidores. ^^^^^^| 
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"YwH y^» interrnpted Arthur hastily, shedding the 
Fftfch<>r*» praise with an habitual deft ease that was not ao 
muvii the result oi uiodeetr as a certain conscious pride 
tUiit rei»etited any imperfect tribute. "Yes, I suppose it 
l^ny* m weil, if not better, in the long run. * Honesty is 
th» ^Nit policy/ ae our earliest philosophers say.'* 

** t^wdwi 1 ** 4u,jried the padie. 

ArUmr, iuteu^tely umuaed, made a purposely severe and 
ttWml trtm^ktiou of Franklin s fjaimous apothegm, and then 
Mmtiohwl l^ath^r ITeUpe raise his eyes and hands to the ceil- 
ik^ iU |i4v>M(k protest and mute consternation. 

** \i\\i th^Hi^ are your ^Vmerican ethics? '^ he said at last. 

l^h^y tire^ tuid in conjunction with manifest destiny, 

Ittnt thii Mtftir of Su4pire» they have brought us here, and — 

tMlvu ^ivu^i lu^ the honor of your acquaintance,^ said 

^*m»hg4^ \^\>\\\i^ Iwfced at his fictend in hopeless bewilder- 
mwnli. .\tt>hur me^ttuiUv became respectful and Spanish. 
*Vm v'hwhgii lihii »ubjtH^t ami relieve the old man's evident 
l»iukH«i>H«i«ftHiPU^ \\\> m^ omv plutt^fsd into a humorous descrip- 
Mmh \*t liU t^v|vx>utur^ v»f the morning. The diversion was 
MUl.y |H4i'l»Mlly MUH^^w^Vl Father Felipe became at once 
luliAHAAhiilk h\{^ s\\\\ not lau^ When the young man had 
H«iuihutm( h\> Hpt'r\HivK<Kl hinu and laving his soft hand 
Mh AiMuM '>« vHuk t\m^^t hW fewe upward toward him with 
H («^h«ul^^l |i\^(uvii» thai watf at once habitual and profes- 

^'l<MMk H^ ^^^^ ^^^^^ I am an old man, Don Arturo. 
l^♦HtMh s\\\^ \t \ M\\uk I have ^nue advice to give you that 
♦MMV liM woiihy y\»ur hw^tiu^. T*i$ten» then! You are one 
f<f llumi* \\m\ \si|M^UW wt jM?cuUarly affecting and being 
wlt».»l»i»l liy \v«MU»»Uv Sol l^l^lon," he continued gently, 
Hti li wllnhli (iMPh r\>*»<» into Arthur^s cheek, despite the smile 
M^rtf »-rtMiM nf< ijMiokly to hi* face, "Is it not sol Be not 
Wimttmif pMti Ari\m)l It is not here," he added« with a 
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poetical gesture toward the wall of the refectory, where 
hung the pamted effigy of the blessed St, Anthony; "it is 
not here that I would undervalue or apeak lightly of their 
influence. The widow is rich, ehf^ — hoiidaome, eh) im- 
pulsive! You have no heart in the profession you have 
chosen. What thenl You. have some in the instincts — 
what shall I say — the acoomplishmenta and graces yon 
have not considered worthy of a practical end ! You are 
a natural lover. Pardon ! You have the four S'a — 
' Sano, aolo, solicito, y eecreto. ' Good! Take an old 
roan's advice, and make good use of them. Turn your 
weaknesses — eh 1 perhaps it is too strong a word! — the 
frivolities and vanities of your youth into a power for your 
old age ! Eh J " 

Arthur smiled a superior smile. He was thinking of 
the horror with which the old man had received the axiom 
he had recently quoted. He threw himself back in hia 
chair in an attitude of burlesque sentiment, and said, with 
simulated heroics ; — 

"But what, my Father! what if a devoted, exhaust- 
ing passion for somebody else already filled my heart? 
You would not advise me to be false to that 1 Perish the 
thought ! " 

Father Felipe did not smile, A peculiar expression 
passed over hia broad, brown, smoothly shaven face, and 
the habitual look of childlike simplicity and deferential 
courtesy faded from it. He turned his small black eyes on 
Arthur, and said : — 

" Do you think you are capable of such a passion, my 
□onl Have you had an attachment that was superior to 
novelty or self-interest 1 " 

Arthur rose a little stiffly. 

" As we are talking of one of my clients and one of youi 
parishioners, are we not getting a little too serious, Fa- 
ther? At all events, save me from assuming a bashful 
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attitude toward the lady with whom I am to have a hnd- 
nesB interview to-morrow. And now about the papeta. 
Father," continued Arthur, recovering his former ease. 
"I Huppoee the invieihie fair one has eupplied you with all 
the necessary documents and the fullest material for a 
brief. Go on, I am all attentioD." 

"You are wrong again, son," eaid Father Felipe. "It 
is a matter in which ehe has shown even more than her 
usual disinclination to talk. I believe but for my interfer- 
ence, she would have even refused to press the claim. As 
it is, I imagine she wishea to make some compromise with 
the thief — pardon me! — the what do you sayl eh? the 
preEmptor! But I have nothing to do with it. All the 
papers, all the facta are in the possession of your friend 
Mrs. Sepulvida. You are to see her. Believe me, my 
friend, if you have been disappointed in not finding your 
Indian client you will have a charming substitute-^ and 
one of your own race and color — in the Doiia Maria. 
Forget, if you can, what I have said — but you will not. 
Ah, Don Arturo! I know you better than yourself 1 
Come. Let us walk in the garden. You have not seen 
the vines. I have a new variety of grape since you were 
here before." 

" I find nothing better than the old mis.sion grape, 
Father," said Arthur, as they passed down the branching 
avenue of olives. 

"Ah! Yet the aborigines knew it not, and only valued 
it, when found wild, for the coloring matter contained in 
ita skin. From this, with some mordant that still remains 
a secret with them, they made a dye to stain their bodies 
and heighten their copper hue. Y'ou are not listening, 
Don Arturo, yet it should interest you, for it is the color 
of your mysterious client, the Doila Dolores." 

Thus chatting, and pointing out the various objects that 
might interest Arthur, from the overflowing boughs of a 
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venerable fig-tree to the crack made in the adobe wall of 
the church by the last earthquake, Father Feli]je, with 
characteristic courteous formality, led his young friend 
through the ancient garden of the Jdission. By degrees, 
the former ease and mutual confidence of the two friends 
returned, and by the time that Father Felipe excused him- 
self for a few moments to attend to certain domestic ar- 
rangements on behalf of bis new guest perfect sympathy 
had been restored. 

Left to himself, Arthur strolled back until opposite the 
open chancel door of the church. Here he paused, and, 
in obedience to a sudden impulse, entered. The old 
church was unchanged — like all things in San Antonio — 
since the last hundred years ; perhaps there was little about 
it that Arthur had not seen at the other missions. There 
were the old rafters painted in barbaric splendor of red 
and brown stripes; there were the hideous, waxen, glasa- 
eyed saints, leaning forward helplessly and rigidly from 
their niches ; there was the Virgin Mary in a white dress 
and satin slippers, carrying the infant Saviour in the opu- 
lence of lace 1 on g- clothes ; there was the Magdalen in the 
fashionable costume of a Spanish lady of the last century. 
There was the usual quantity of bad pictures; the portrait, 
full length, of the patron saint himself, so hideously and 
gratuitously old and ugly that his temptation by any self- 
respecting woman appeared more miraculous than his resist- 
ance; the usual martyrdoms in terrible realism; the usual 
"Last Judgments" in frightful accuracy of detail. 

But there was one picture under the nave which attracted 
Arthur's listless eyes. It was a fanciful representation of 
Junipero Serra preaching to the heathen. I am afraid 
that it was not the figure of that most admirable and heroic 
missionary which drew Arthur's gaze; I am quite certain 
that it was not the moral sentiment of the subject, but 
rather the slim, graceful, girlish, half-nude figure of one of 
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the Indian converts who knelt at Tatber Junipero Serra's 
feet, in childlike hut touching awe and contrition. There 
was such a depth of penitential supplication in the young 
girl's ejes, — a penitence bo pathetically icconsistent with 
the absolute virgin innocence and helplessness of the exqui- 
site little figure, that Arthur felt his heart heat quickly 
as he gazed. He turned quickly to the other picture — 
]ook where he would, the eyes of the little acolyte seemed 
to follow and subdue him. 

I think I have already intimated that his was not a 
reverential nature. With a quick imagination and great 
poetic seuHibOity, nevertheless the evident intent of the 
picture, or even the sentiment of the place, did not touch 
his heart or brain. But he still half unconaeiously dropped 
into a Beat, and, leaning both arina over the screen before 
him, bowed his head against the oaken panel. A soft 
hand laid upon his shoulder suddenly aroused him. 

He looked up sharply and met the eyes of the padre 
looking down on him with a tenderness that both touched 
and exasperated him. 

"Pardon!" said Padre Felipe gently. "I have broken 
in upon your thoughts, child I " 

A little more brusquely than was his habit with the 
padre, Arthur explained that he had been studying up 
a difilicult case. 

" So ! " said the padre softly, in response. " With tears 
in your eyes, Don Aituro J Not so ! " he added to him- 
self, as he drew the young man's arm in his own and the 
two passed slowly out once more into the sunlight. 



CHAPTER V 

IN WHICH THE DONA MARIA MAKES AN IMPRESSION 

The Eancho of the Blessed Fisherman looked seaward 
as became its title. If the founder of the rancho had shown 
a religious taste in the selection of the site of the dwelling, 
his charming widow had certainly shown equal practical 
taste, and indeed a profitable availing of some advantages 
that the founder did not contemplate, in the adornment of 
the house. The low-walled square adobe dwelling had 
been relieved of much of its hard practical outline by sev- 
eral feminine additions and suggestions. The tiled roof 
had been carried over a very broad veranda, supported by 
vine-clad columns, and the lounging corridor had been, in 
defiance of all Spanish custom, transferred from the inside 
of the house to the outside. The interior courtyard no 
longer existed. The sombreness of the heavy Mexican 
architecture was relieved by bright French chintzes, deli- 
cate lace curtains, and fresh- colored hangings. The broad 
veranda was filled with the latest novelties of Chinese 
bamboo chairs and settees, and a striped Venetian awning 
shaded the glare of the seaward front. Nevertheless, Dona 
Maria, out of respect to the local opinion, which regarded 
these changes as ominous of, if not a symbolical putting off 
the weeds of widowhood, still clung to a few of the local 
traditions. It is true that a piano occupied one side of 
her drawing-room, but a harp stood in the comer. If a 
freshly-cut novel lay open on the piano, a breviary was 
conspicuous on the marble centre-table. If, on the man- 
tel, an elaborate French clock with bronze shepherdesses 
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trifled with Time, on the wall ahove it an iron cmcifix 
spoke of Eternity. 

Mra. Sepulvida vas at home that morning expecting a 
guest. She waa lying in a Manila hammock, swung be- 
tween two posts of the veranda, with her face partially 
hidden by the netting, and the toe of a little shoe just 
peeping beyond, !Not that Dona Maria expected to receive 
her guest thus ; on the contrary, she had given orders to 
tier servants that the moment a sttanger caballero appeared 
on the road she was to be apprised of the fact. For I 
grieve to say that, far from taking Arthur's advice, the 
details of the adventure at the Point of Fines had been 
imparted by her own lips to most of her female friends, 
and even to the domestic* of her household. In the ear- 
lier stages of a woman's interest in a man she is apt to he 
exceedingly communicative ; it ia only when she becomes 
fully aware of the gravity of the stake involved that she 
begins to hedge hefore the public. The morning after hai 
adventure Dona Maria was iimocently full of its hero and 
unreservedly voluble. 

I have forgotten whether I have described her. Cer- 
tainly I could not have a better opportunity than the pres- 
ent. In the hammock she looked a little smaller, as 
women are apt to when their length is rigidly defined. 
She had the average quantity of brown hair, a little badly 
treated by her habit of wearing it flat over her temples — 
a tradition of her boarding-school days, fifteen years ago. 
She had soft brown eyes, with a slight redness of the eye- 
lid not inconsistent not entirely unbecoming to widowhood; 
a small mouth depressed at the corners with a charming, 
childlike discontent; white regular teeth, and the elo- 
quence of a complexion that followed unvaryingly the 
spirits of her physical condition. She appeared to be 
about thirty, and had that unmistakable " married " look 
which even the most amiable and considerate of us, my 
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deu sir, are apt to impreas upon the one woman Whom we 
choose to elect to yeara of exclusive intimacy and atten- 
tion. The late Don Jose Sepulvida's private mark — as 
■well defined aa the brand upon his cattle — was a certain 
rigid line, like a grave accent, from the angle of this little 
woman's nostril to the cornera of her mouth, and poaaibly 
to an increased peevishness of depression at those cornera. 
It bore witness to the fondness of the deceased for bear- 
baiting and bull-flghting, and a possible weakness for a 
certain SeBora X. of San Francisco, whose reputation was 
□one of the beat, and was not increased hy her distance 
from San Antonio and the surveillance of Dona Maria. 

When an hour later Pepe appeared to hia mistress, bear- 
ing a aalver with Arthur Poinsett's business card and a 
formal request for an interview, I am afraid Dona Maria 
waa a little disappointed. If he had suddenly scaled the 
veranda, evaded her servants, and appeared before her in 
an impulsive, forgivable way, it would have seemed con- 
sistent with his character as a hero, and perhaps more in 
keeping with the general tenor of her reveries when the 
aervitor entered. Howbeit, after heaving an impatient 
little sigh, and bidding Pepe show the gentleman into the 
drawing-room, she slipped quietly down from the hammock 
in a deft, womanish way, and whisked herself into her 



"He couldn't have been more formal if Don Jos^ had 
been alive," she said to herself as she walked to her glasB 
and dressing-table. 

I Arthur Poinsett entered the vacant drawing-room not in 

the best of his many humors. He had read in the eyes of 

I the lounging vaqueros, in the covert glancea of the women 

servants, that the story of his adventure was known to the 
household. Habitually petted and spoiled as he had been 
l^ the women of his acquaintance, he was half inclined to 

I Ktbibate this reference and asaignment of his client's busi- 
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nesa to the hajids of Mrs. Sepulvida as the result of a 
plan of Father Felipe's, or absolute collusion between the 
partioa. A little sore jet, and irritated by his recollection 
of the padre's couneel, and more impatient of the imputa- 
tion of a weakness than anything else, Arthur had resolved 
to limit the interview to the practical business on baud, 
and in so doing had, for a moment, I fear, forgotten his 
native courtesy. It did uot tend to lessen his irritation 
and self-consciousness when Mrs. Sepnlvida entered the 
room without the slightest evidence of her recent disap- 
pointment visible in her perfectly easy, frank self-posses- 
sion, and after a conventional, half Spanish solicitousness 
regarding his health since their last interview, without any 
further allusions to their adventure, hegged him to be 
aeated. She herself took an easy-chair on the opposite 
side of the table, and assumed at once an air of respectful 
hut somewhat indifferent attention. 

"I believe," said Arthur, plunging at once into hia sub- 
ject to get rid of his embarrassment and the slight ioatinct 
of antagonism he was beginning to feel toward the woman 
before him, "I believe — that is, I am told; — that besides 
your own business, you are intrusted with some documents 
and facts regarding a claim of the Dona Dolores Salvatierra, 
Which shall we have first 1 I am entirely at your service 
for the next two hours, but we shall proceed faster and 
with less confusion by taking up one thing at a time." 

"Then let us begin with Dona Dolores, by all means," 
said Dona Maria; "my own affairs can wait. Indeed," 
she added languidly, " I dare say one of your clerks could 
attend to it as well as yourself. If your time is valuable 
— as indeed it must be — I can put the papers in his 
hands and make him listen to all my foolish, irrelevant 
talk. He can sift it for you, Don Arturo, I really am 
a child about business, really." 

Arthur smiled, and made a slight gesture of deprecation. 
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In epite of his previous resolution, Dona Maria's tone of 
alight pique pleased hjni. Yet he gravely opened hia note- 
book, and took up his pencil without a word, DoBa Maria 
observed the movements, and said more serioualy ; — 

"Ah yes! how foolish! Here I am talking about my 
own affairs, when I should be speaking of Doiia Dolores! 
Well, to begin. Let me firat explain why she has put 
this matter iu my hands. My husband and her father 
were friends, and had many business interests in common. 
Ab you have douhtlees heard, she has always been vary 
quiet, very reserved, very religious — almost a nun. I 
dare say she was driven into this isolation by reason of the 
delicacy of her position here, for you know — do you not) 
— that her mother was an Indian. It is only a few years 
ago that the old governor, becoming a widower and child- 
less, bethought himself of this Indian child, Dolores. He 
found the mother dead, and the girl living somewhere at 
a distant mission as an acolyte. He brought her to San 
Antonio, had her christened, and made legally his daughter 
and heiress. She was a mere slip of a thing, about four- 
teen or fifteen. She might have had a pretty complexion, 
for some of these half-hreeds are nearly white, but she had 
been stained when an infant with some barbarous and in- 
delible dye, after the savage custom of her race. She is 
now a light copper color, not unlike those bronze shepherd- 
esses on yonder clock. In spite of all this I call her 
pretty. Perhaps it is because I love her and am preju- 
diced. But you gentlemen are so critical about complexion 
and color — no wonder that the poor child refuses to see 
anybody, and never goes into society at all. It is a 
shame! But — pardon, Mr. Poinsett, here am I gossiping 
about your client's looks, when I should be stating her 
grievances," 

"No, no I" said Arthur hastily, "goon — in your own 
way." 
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MrB. Sepulvida lifted her forefinger archly, 

"Ah! is it BO, Don Arturo! I thought so! Well, it 
ia a great shame that she is not here for you to judge for 
yourself." 

Angry with himself for his embBrrassment, and for the 
rising color on his cheek, Arthur would have explained 
himself, but the lady, with feminine tact, did not permit 
him. 

"To proceed: partly because I did not participate in 
the prejudices with which the old families here regarded 
her race and color, partly, perhaps, because we were both 
Btrangers here, we became friends. At first she resisted 
all my advances — indeed, I think she was more shy of 
me than the others, but I triumphed in time, and we be- 
came good friends. Friends, you understand, Mr. Poin- 
nett, not confidants. Yon men, 1 know, deem this impos- 
sible, hut Dona Dolores is a singular girl, and I have 
never, except upon the most general topics, won her from 
her habitual reserve. And 1 possess perhaps her only 
friendship." 

"Except Father Felipe, her confessor 1 " 
I Mra. Sepulvida shrugged ber shoulders, and then bor- 

I' rowed the habitual skeptical formula of San Antonio, 

I "Quieu sahel But I am rambling again. How for the 

case. " 

She rose, and taking from the drawer of the secretary 
an envelope, drew out some papers it contained, and re- 
ferred to them as she went on. 

" It appears that a grant of Micbeltorena to Salvatierra 
was diacovored recently at Monterey, a grant of which 
thire was no record amonj^ Salvatierra's papers. The ex- 
planation given is that it was placed some five years ago 
in trust with a Don Pedro Ruiz, of San Francisco, as seeu- 
^^^^ rity for a lease now expired. The grant is appnrently 
^^^^L regular, properly witnessed, and attested. Don Pedro has 
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written that some of the witnesses are still alive, and re- 

"Then why not make the pioper application for a 
patent) " 

"True, but it that were all, Don Arturo would not have 
heea summoned fiom San Francisco for consultation. 
There is eomething else. Don Pedro writes that another 
grant for the same land has been discovered recorded to 
another party." 

"That is, I am sorry to say, not a singular experience in 
our profession," said Arthur, with a smile. "But Salva- 
tierra'a known reputation and probity would probably be 
sufficient to outweigh equal documentary evidence on the 
other side. It 's unfortunate he 'a dead, and the grant was 
discovered after his death. " 

"But the holder of the other grant is dead too!" said 
the widow. 

" That makes it about equal again. But who is he ) " 

Mrs. Sepulvida referred to her papers, and then said: — 

"Dr. Devargea." 

"Who J" 

"Devargea," said Mrs. Sepulvida, referring to her notes. 
"A singidar name — a foreigner, I suppose. No, really, 
Mr. Poinsett, you shall not look at the paper until I have 
copied it — it's written horribly — you can't understand 
it 1 I'm really ashamed of my writing, hut I was in such 
a hurry, expecting you every moment 1 Why, la! Mr, 
Poinsett, how cold your hands are 1 " 

Arthur Poinsett had risen hurriedly, and reached out 
almost brusquely for the paper that she held. But the 
widow had coquettishly resisted him with a mischievouB 
show of force, and had caught and — dropped his hand ! 

"And you are pale, too. Dear me! I'm afraid yon 
took cold that morning," said Mrs. Sepulvida. "I should 
forgive myself if you did. I should cry my eyes 
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out!" and DoBa Maria cast a dangerous look from under 
het slightly swoUen lida that looked as if they might 
threaten a deluge. 

"Nothing, nothing; I have ridden fai this morning, and 
lose early," said Arthur, chafing hia hands with a slightly 
embarrassed amile. " But I interrupted you. Pray go on. 
Has Dr. Devarges any heirs to contest the grant!" 

But the widow did not seem inclined to go on. She 
was positive that Arthur wanted some wine. Would he 
Qot let her order some slight repast before they proceeded 
further in this horrid business? She was tired. She was 
quil« sure that Arthur must be so loo. 

"It is my business," said Arthur, a little stifQy, but, 
recovering himself again in a sudden and new alarm of the 
widow, he Broiled and suggested the sooner the business 
was over, the sooner he would be able to partake of her 
hospitality. 

The widow beamed prospectively. 

"There are no heirs that we can find. But there is a 

— what do you call it t — a something or other — in pos- 
eessiou ! " 

"A squatterl " said Poinsett shortly. 
"Yes," continued the widow, with a light laugh; "a 
'squatter,' by the name of — of — my writing is so horrid 

— let me see, oh, yes! ' Gabriel Conioy,' " 

Arthur made an involuntary gesture toward the paper 
with his hand, but the widow mischievously skipped toward 
the window, and, luckily for the spectacle of his bloodlesa 
face, held the paper before her dimpled face and laughing 
eyes, as she did so. 

"Gabriel Conroy," repeated Mrs. Sepulvida, "and — 
uid — and — his " — 

"His sisterl " said Arthur, with an effort. 

"No, sir!" responded Mrs, Sepulvida, with a slight 
poat, "hia wife! Sister indeed! As if we married 
women are always to be ignored by you legal gentlemen I " 
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Arthur remained silent, with his face turned toward the 
eea. When he did speak hie voice waa quite natural. 

"Might I change my mind regarding your offer of a 
moment ago, and take a glasa of wins and a biscuit now 7 " 

Mrs. Sepulvida ran to the door. 

"Let me look over your notes while you are gone," said 
Arthur. 

"You won't laugh at my writing! " 

"No I" 

Dona Maria tossed him the envelope gayly and flew out 
of the room. Arthur hurried to the window with the cov- 
eted memoranda. There were the names she had given 
him — but nothing more! At least this was some slight 
relief. 

The suddenness of the shock, rather than any moral 
sentiment or fear, had upset him. Like most imaginative 
men, he was a trifle superstitious, and with the first men- 
tion of Devarges's name came a swift recollection of Fadre 
Felipe's analysis of his own character, his sad, ominous 
leverie in the chapel, the triHing circumstance that brought 
him instead of his partner to San Antonio, and the remoter 
chance that had discovered the forgotten grant and selected 
him to prosecute its recovery. This conviction entertained 
and forgotten, all the resources of his combative nature 
returned. Of course he could not prosecute this claim ; of 
course he ought to prevent others from doing it. There 
was every probahiltty that the grant of Devarges was a true 
one — and Gabriel was in possession! Had he really be- 
come Devarges's heir, and if so, why had he not claimed 
the grant boldly ! And where was Grace ) " 

In this last question there was a slight tinge of senti- 
mental recollection, but no remorse or shame. That he 
might in some way be of service to her, he fervently hoped. 
That, time having blotted out the romantic quality of their 
aarly acquaintance, there would really be something fine 
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and loyal in so doing, he did not for a moment doubt. 
He would suggest a compromiBe to his fair client, himself 
seek out and confer with Grace and Gabriel, and all should 
be made right. His nervousness and his agitation were, he 
waa satisfied, only the result of a conscientiousness and a 
delicately honorable nature, perhaps too fine and spiritual 
for the exigencies of his profession. Of one thing he was 
convinced: he really ought to carefully consider Father 
Pelipe's advice; he ought to put himself heyond the reach 
of these romantic relapses. 

In this self-sustained, self-satisfied mood, Mrs. Sepulvida 
found him on her return. Since she had been gone, he 
said, he had been able to see his way quite clearly into 
this case, and he had no doubt his perspicacity was greatly 
aided by the admirable manner in which she had indicated 
the various points on the paper she had given him. He 
was now ready to take up her own matters, only he begged 
as clear and concise a brief as she had already made for her 
friend. He was so cheerful and gallant that by the time 
luncheon was announced the widow found him quite 
charming, and was inclined to forgive him for the disap- 
pointment of the morning. And when, after luncheon, he 
challenged her to a sharp canter with him along the beach, 
by way, as he said, of keeping her memory from taking 
cold, and to satisfy herself that the Point of Pines could 
he doubled without going out to sea, I fear that, without 
a prudent consideration of the gossips of San Antonio be- 
fore her eyea, ahe assented. There could he no harm in 
riding with her late huaband'a legal adviser, who had 
called, as everybody knew, on business, and whose time 
was BO precious that he must return even before the busi- 
ness was concluded. And then Pepe could follow them, 
to return with her! 

It did not, of course, occur to either Arthur or Dona 
Maria that they might outrun Pepe, who was fat and in- 
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disposed to violent exertion; nor that they should find 
other things to talk about than the details of business ; nor 
that the afternoon should be so marvelously beautiful as to 
cause them to frequently stop and admire the stretch of 
glittering sea beyond; nor that the roar of the waves was 
so deafening as to oblige them to keep so near each other 
for the purposes of conversation that the widow's soft 
breath was continually upon Arthur's cheek; nor that 
Dona Maria's saddle girth should become so loose that she 
was forced to dismount while Arthur tightened it, and that 
he should be obliged to lift her in his arms to restore her 
to her seat again. But finally, when the Point of Pines 
was safely rounded, and Arthur was delivering a few part- 
ing words of legal counsel, holding one of her hands in his 
while with the other he was untwisting a long tress of her 
blown-down hair, that, after buffeting his cheek into color, 
had suddenly twined itself around his neck, an old-fash- 
ioned family carriage, drawn by four black mules with 
silver harness, passed them suddenly on the road. 

Dona Maria drew her head and her hand away with a 
quick blush and laugh, and then gayly kissed her finger- 
tips to the retreating carriage. Arthur laughed also — but 
a little foolishly — and looked as if expecting some expla- 
nation. 

"You should have your wits about you, sir. Did you 
know who that was ? " 

Arthur sincerely confessed ignorance. He had not no- 
ticed the carriage until it had passed. 

" Think what you have lost ! That was your fair young 
client. " 

"I did not even see her," laughed Arthur. 

"But she saw you! She never took her eyes off you. 
Adios!" 
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"You will not go to-day," said Father Felipe to Arthur, 
as he entered the miBsion refectory early the next morning 
to breakfast. 

"I shall be on the road in an hour, Father," replied 
Arthur gayly. 

" But not toward San FranciBco, " said the padre. 
"Listen! Your wish of yesterday has been attained. 
You are to have your desired interview with the fair invis- 
ible. Do you comprehend 1 Itana Dolores has sent for 
you," 

Arthur looked up in surprise. Perhaps his face did not 
express as much pleasure as Father Felipe expected, who 
lifted his eyes to the ceiling, took a philosophical pinch of 
snuff, and muttered: — 

"Ah, lo que ea el mudo! — Now that he has his wish 
. — it is nothing, Mother of God! " 

"This is your kindness. Father." 

"God forbid!" returned Padre Felipe hastily, "Believe 
me, my son, I know nothing. 'When the dona left here 
before the Angelus yesterday, she said nothing of this. 
Perhaps it is the office of your friend, Mrs, Sepulvida." 

"Hardly, I think," said Arthur; "ebe was bo well pre- 
pared with all the facta as to render an interview with 
Dona Dolores unnecessary. Bueno, be it so! I will go." 

Kevertbeless, he was ill at ease. He ate little, he was 
silent. All the fears he had argued away with such aelf- 
satiafied logic the day before returned to him again with 
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greater anxiety. Could there have been any further facts 
regarding this inopportune grant that Mrs. Sepulvida had 
not disclosed ? Was there any particular reason why this 
strange recluse, who had hitherto avoided his necessary 
professional presence, should now desire a personal inter- 
view which was not apparently necessary? Could it be 
possible that communication had already been established 
with Gabriel or Grace, and that the history of their previ- 
ous life had become known to his client 1 Had his con- 
nection with it been in any way revealed to the Dona 
Dolores ? 

If he had been able to contemplate this last possibility 
with calmness and courage yesterday when Mrs. Sepiilvida 
first repeated the name of Gabriel Conroy, was he capable 
of equal resignation now? Had anything occurred since 
then 1 — had any new resolution entered his head to which 
such a revelation would be fatal? Nonsense! And yet 
he could not help commenting, with more or less vague 
uneasiness of mind on his chance meeting of Dona Dolores 
at the Point of Pines yesterday and the summons of this 
morning. Would not his foolish attitude with Dona 
Maria, aided, perhaps, by some indiscreet expression from 
the well-meaning but senile Padre Felipe, be sufficient to 
exasperate his fair client had she been cognizant of his first 
relations with Grace? It is not mean natures alone that 
are the most suspicious. A quick, generous imagination, 
feverishly excited, will project theories of character and 
intention far more ridiculous and uncomplimentary to hu- 
manity than the lowest surmises of ignorance and imbecility. 
Arthur was feverish and excited ; with all the instincts of 
a contradictory nature, his easy sentimentalism dreaded, 
while his combative principles longed for, this interview 
Within an hour of the time appointed by Dona Dolores, 
he had thrown himself on his horse, and was galloping 
furiously toward the "Eancho of the Holy Trinity." 
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It was inland and three leagues away under the foot- 
hills. But as he entered upon the level plain, unrelieved 
hy any watercourse, and baked and cracked by the fierce 
Bun into narrow gaping chasms and yawning fissures, ho 
unconsciously began to slacken his pace. Nothing conld 
be more dreary, passionless, and resigned than the vast, 
sunlit, yet joyless waste. It seemed as if it might be 
some illimitable, desolate sea, beaten flat by the north- 
westerly gales that spent their impotent fury on its unop- 
posing levels. As far as the eye could reach, its dead 
monotony was unbroken; even the black cattle that iu the 
clear distance seemed to crawl over its surface did not 
animate it, rather by contrast brought into relief its fixed 
rigidity of outline. Neither wind, sky, nor sun wrought 
any change over its blank, expressionless face. It was the 
symbol of patience — a hopeless, weary, helpless patience 
— but a patience that was eternal. 

He had ridden for nearly an hour, when suddenly there 
seemed to spring up from the earth, a mile away, a dark 
line of wall, terminating in an irregular, broken outline 
against the sky. His first impression was that it was the 
valda or a break of the stifi' skirt of the mountain as it 
struck the level plain. But he presently saw the dull red 
of tiled roofs over the dark adobe wall, and as he dashed 
down into the dry bed of a vanished stream and up again 
on the opposite bank, he passed the low walls of a corral, 
until then unnoticed, and a few crows, in a rusty, half- 
Spanish, hslf-clerical suit, uttered a croaking welcome to 
the Rancho of the Holy Trinity, as they rose from the 
ground before him. It was the first sound that for an 
hour had interrupted the monotonous jingle of his apura 
or the hollow beat of his horse's hoofs. And then, after 
the fashion of the country, he rose slightly in his stirrups, 
dashed his spurs into the sides of his mustang, swung the 
long, horsehair, braided thong of his bridle-rein, and 
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charged at headlong speed upon the dozen lounging, appar- 
ently listless vaqueroa, who, for the past hour, had never- 
theleaa been watching and waiting for him at tlie courtyard 
gate. As he rode toward them, they separated, drew up 
each side of the gate, doifed their glazed, stiff- brimmed, 
black sombreros, wheeled, put spurs to their horses, and 
in another instant were scattered to the four winds. 
When Arthur leaped to the brick pavement of the court- 
yard, there was not one in sight. 

An Indian servant noiselessly led away his horse. An- 
other peon as mutely led the way along a corridor over 
whose low railings serapas and saddle blankets were hung 
in a barbaric confusion of coloring, and entered a bare- 
walled ante-room, where another Indian — old, gray- 
headed, with a face like a wrinkled tobacco leaf — waa 
seated on a low wooden settle in an attitude of patient 
expectancy. To Arthur's active fancy he seemed to have 
been sitting there since the establishment of the mission, 
and to have grown gray in waiting for him. As Arthur 
entered he rose, and with a few grave Spanish courtesies 
ushered him into a larger and more elaborately furnished 
apartment, and again retired with a bow. Familiar as 
Arthur waa with these various formalities, at present they 
seemed to have an undue significance, and he turned some- 
what impatiently as a door opened at the other end of the 
apartment. At the same moment a subtle strange per- 
fume — not unlike some barbaric spice or odorous Indian 
herb — stole through the door, and an old woman, brown- 
faced, murky-eyed, and decrepit, entered with a respectful 
curtsy. 

"It is Don Atturo Poinsett! " 

Arthur bowed. 

"The Doiia Dolores has a. little indisposition, and claims 
your indnlgence if she receives you in her own room." 

Arthur bowed assent. 
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maj be ti ^umaeas importttnce; who knowst It is good 
et jaa to leall me to that. We women are foolish. Too 
are sagacionfl and pradeut. It was well that I saw yoal " 

Arthur nodded assent, and remmed hia professional atti- 
tode of patient toleration, — that attitode which the world 
over has be«n at once the exasperation and awfol admin- 
tion of the largely injured client. 

" And the sister, the real heiress, is gone — disappeared, 
no one knows where. All trace of her is lost. But now 
cornea to the surface an impostor, — a woman who assnmea 
the character and name of Grace Conroy, the sister." 

•"One moment," said Arthur quietly, "how do yoa 
know that it ia an impostor 1 " 

" How — do — I — know — it ! " 

"Yes, what are the proofs T" 

"I am told BO." 

" Oh ! " said Arthur, relapsing into his professional atti- 
tude again. 

" Proofs 1 " repeated Dona Dolores hurriedly. " Is it not 
enough that she has married this Gabriel, her brother t" 

"That is certainly strong moral proof — and perhaps 
legal corroborative evidence," said Arthur coolly; "but 
it will not I^ally estop her proving that she is his sister 
— if she can do so. But I ask your pardon — go on." 

"That is all," said Dona Dolores, sitting up, with ft 
alight gesture of impatience. 

"Very weU. Then, as I understand, the case is simply 
this: You hold a grant to a piece of land, actually pos- 
sessed by a squatter, who claims it through bis wife or 
sister — legally it doesn't matter which — by virtue of a 
bequest made by one Dr. Devarges, who also held a grant 
to the same property! " 

"Yes," said DoSa Dolores hesitatingly. 

"Well, the matter lies between you and Dr. Deva^ea 
Oily. It is simply a question of the validity of the origi- 
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nal grants. All that you have told me does not alter that 
radical fact. Stay! One moment I May I ask how joa 
have acquired these later details 1 " 

"By letter." 

"From whom?" 

"There was no eignature. The writer offered to prove 
all he said. It waa anonymoue." 

Arthur rose with a superior smile. 

" May I ask you further, without impertinence, if it ia 
upon this evidence that you propose to abandon youi claim 
to a valuable property 1 " 

"I have told you before that it ia not a legal question, 
Don Arturo," said DoHa Dolores, waving her fan a little 
more rapidly. 

" Good I let us take it in the moral or sentimental aspect 
— since you have purposed to honor me with a request for 
my counsel. To begin, you have a sympathy for the 
orphan, who does not apparently exist." 

"But her brother?" 

"Has already struck hands with the impostor, and mar- 
ried her to 'secure the claim. And this brother — what 
proof is there that he is not an impostor too I " 

"True," said Dotta Dolores musingly, 

" He will certainly have to settle that trifling question 
with Dr. Devargea'a heirs, whoever they may be." 

"True," said DoBa Dolores. 

" In abort, I see no reason, even from your own view- 
point, why you should not fight this claim. The orphan 
you sympathize with is not an active party. You have 
only a brother opposed to you, who seems to have been 
willing to barter away a sister's birthright. And, as I said 
before, your sympathies, however kind and commendable 
they may be, will be of no avail unless the courts decide 
against Dr. Devarges. My advice is to fight. It the 
right does not always succeed, my experience is that the 
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" But, Dona Dolores " — Arthur began hastily, 

"I understand," interrupted Doiia Dolores. "Diego," 
she continued rapidly, as a servant entered the room, "sad- 
dle Jovita instantly and make ready for a journey. Then 
return here. Pardon!" she turned to Arthur. "You 
would aay your time is valuable. A large sum depends 
upon your presence! Good! Write to your partners that 
I will pay all — that no one else can afford to give as lai^e 
a sum for your services as myself. Write that here you 
must stay. " 

Annoyed and insulted as Arthur felt, he could not help 
gazing upon her with an admiring fascination. The im- 
perious habit of command; an almost despotic control of 
a hundred servants; a certain barbaric contempt for the 
unlimited revenues at her disposal that prompted the act, 
became her wonderfully. In her impatience the quick 
blood glanced through her bronzed cheek, her little slipper 
tapped the floor imperiouBly, and her eyes flashed in the 
darkness. Suddenly she stopped, looked at Arthur, and 
hesitated. 

"Pardon me; I have done wrong. Forgive me, Don 
Arturo. I am a spoiled woman who for five years has 
had her own way. I am apt to forget there is any world 
beyond my little kingdom here. Go, since it must be ao; 
goat once." 

She sank back on the sofa, half veiled hei face with her ' 
fan, and dropped the long fringes of her eyes with a depre- 
cating and half- languid movement. 

Arthur stood for a moment irresolute and hesitating, but 
only for a moment. 

" Let me thank you for enabling me to fulfill a duty 
without foregoing a pleasure. If your messenger is trnst- • 
worthy and fleet it can he done. I will stay." 

She turned toward him suddenly and smiled. A smile 
apparently bo rare to that proud little mouth tnd tboM 
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dark, melancholy eyes; a smile that disclosed the smallest 
and whitish of teeth in such dazzling contrast to the 
shadow of her face ; a smile that even after its brightness 
had passed still left its memory in a dimple in either nnt^ 
brown cheek, and a glistening moisture in the dark eyes — 
that Arthur felt the warm blood rise to his face. 

" There are writing materials in the other room. Diego 
will find you there," said Dona Dolores, "and I will rejoin 
you soon. Thanks.'' 

She held out the smallest and brownest of hands. 
Arthur bent over it for a single moment, and then with- 
drew with a quickened pulse to the outer room. As the 
door closed upon him. Dona Dolores folded her fan, threw 
herself back upon the sofa, and called, in a quick whis* 
per, — 

" Manuela ! " 

The old woman reappeared with an anxious face and ran 
toward the sofa. But she was too late; her mistress had 
fainted. 




A. LEAF OUT OF THE PAST 



Akthub's letter to bis partners was a "biief explanation 
of his delay, and closed with the following sentence: — 



Search the records for a 
from Dr. Devargea. 



r deed oi transfer of the grant 



He had scarcely concluded before Diego entered leady 
for the journey. When he had gone, Arthur waited with 
Bome impatience the reappearance of Dona Dolores. To 
his disappointment, however, only the solemn major-domo 
strode grimly into the room like a dark-complexioned 
ghost, and, as it seemed to Arthur, with a strong sugges- 
tion of the Commander in Don Giovanni in his manner, 
silently beckoned him to follow to the apartment set aside 
for hia reception. In keeping with the sun-evading in- 
stincts of Spanish Californian architecture the room waa 
long, low, and half lighted; the two barred windows on 
either side of the doorway gave upon the corridor and 
courtyard below; the opposite wall held only a small, nar- 
row, deeply-embrasured loop-hole, through which Arthur 
could see the vast, glittering, sun-iliumiced plain beyond. 
The hard, monotonous, unwinking glare without did not 
penetrate the monastic gloom of this chamber; even the 
insane, incessant restlessness of the wind that perpetually 
beset the bleak walls was unheard and unfelt in the grave, 
Eoatemplative solitude of this religious cell. 

Mingled with this grateful asceticism was the quaint 
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contrast of s peculiar Spanish luxuriouBness. In a cur- 
tained recess on imnieQae mahogany bedstead displayed a 
yellow satin coverlet profusely embroidered with pink and 
purple silk flowers. The borders of the sheets and ca^es 
of the satin pillows were deeply edged with the finest lace. 
Beside the bed and before a large armchair heavy rugs of 
barbaric colors covered the dark wooden floor, and in front 
of the deep oven-like hearth lay an immense bear-skin. 
About the hearth hung an ebony and gold crucifis, aud, 
mingled with a few modern engravings, the usual Catholic 
saints and martyrs occupied the walls. It struck Arthur's 
observation oddly that the subjects of the secular engrav- 
ings were snow landscapes. The Hospice of St. Bernard 
in winter, a pass in the Austrian Tyrol, the steppes of 
Russia, a Norwegian plain, all to Arthur's fancy brought 
the temperature of the room down considecably, A small 
water-color of an Alpine flower touched him so closely that 
it might have blossomed from his recollection. 

Dinner, which was prefaced by a message from Dona 
Dolores excusing herself through indisposition, was served 
in solemn silence. A cousin of the late Don Jose Salva- 
tierra represented the family, and pervaded the meal with 
a mild flavor of stale cigaritos and dignified criticism of 
remote events. Arthur, disappointed at the absence of 
the dona, found himself regarding this gentleman with 
some degree of asperity, and a disposition to resent any 
reference to his client's business as an unwarrantable im- 
pertinence. But when the dinner was over, and he had 
smoked a cigar on the corridor without further communica- 
tion with Dona Dolores, he began to be angry with himself 
for accepting her invitation, and savagely critical of the 
motives that impelled him to it. He waa meditating an 
early retreat — even a visit to Mrs. Sepulvida — when 
Manuel a entered. 

Would Don Arturo grant the dona his further counsel 
and presence 1 
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Don Arturo wbb conBciotxa that his cheek vaa flushing, 
ftnd that his eounael at the present moment would not have 
been eminently remarkable for coolness or judiciousnesB, 
but he followed the Indian woman with a alight inclination 
of the head. They entered the room where he had first 
met the dona. She might not have moved from the posi- 
tion she had occupied that morning on the couch, bo like 
was her attitude and manner. As he approached her re- 
spectfuUy, he was conscious of the same fragrance, and the 
same mystetioua magnetism that seemed to leap from het 
dark eyes, and draw his own resisting and unwilling gaze 
toward her. 

"You will despise me, Don Arturo — you, whose conn- 
try-women are so strong and active — because I am so 
little and weak, and, — Mother of God ! — so lazy ! But 
I am an invalid, and am not yet quite recovered. But 
then I am accustomed to it. I have lain here for days, 
Don Arturo, doing nothing. It is weary — ehT You 
think ) This watching, this waiting ! — day after day — 
always the same ! " 

There was something so delicately plaintive and tender 
in the cadence of her speech ^ — a cadence that might, per- 
haps, have been attributed to the characteristic intonation 
of the Castilian feminine speech, but which Arthur could 
not help thinking was peculiar to herself, that at the 
moment he dared not lift his eyes to her, although he was 
conscious she was looking at him. But by an impulse of 
safety he addressed himself to the fan. 

"You have been an invalid then — Dona Dolores)" 

"A sufferer, Don Arturo." 

"Have you ever tried the benefit of change of scene — 
of habits of life J Your ample means, your freedom from 
the cares of family or kinship, offer you such opportuni- 
ties," he continued, still addressing the fan. 

But the fan, as if magnetized by his gaze, became co- 
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quettialily coDHciouH; fluttered, faltered, drooped, and thea 
languidly foUed its winga. Arthur was left helplasa. 

"Perhaps," said Dona Dolores; "who knows?" 

Rhe paused for an instant, and then made a sign to 
Manuela. The Indian woman rose and left the room. 

"I have something to tell you, Don Arturo," she con- 
tinued, "something I should have told you this morning. 
It ia not too late now. But it is a secret. It ta only that 
I have questioned my right to tell it — not that I have 
doubted your honor, Don Arturo, that I withheld it then." 

Arthur raised his eyes to hera. It was her turn to 
evade his glance. With her long lashes drooped, she 
went on : — 

"It is five years ago, and my father — whom may the 
Saints assoil — was alive. Came to us then at the Freai- 
dio of San Geronimo a young girl — an American, a 
stranger and helpless. She had escaped from a lost camp 
in the snowy mountains where her family and friends were 
starving. That was the story she told my father. It was 
a probable one — was it not 1 " 

Arthur bowed his head, but did not reply, 

"But the name that she gave was not a true one, as it 
appeared. My father had sent an expedition to relieve 
these people, and they had found among the dead the 
person whom this young girl ^ the stranger — assumed to 
be. That waa their report. The name of the young girl 
who was found dead and the name of the young girl who 
came to us was the same. It was Grace Conroy," 

Arthur's face did not move a muscle, nor did he ones 
take his eyes from the drooping lids of his companion. 

" It was a grave matter — a very grave matter. And it 
was the more surprising because the young girl had at first 
given another name — the name of Grace Ashley — which 
ahe afterwards explained waa the name of the young maa 
i^ho helped her to escape, and whose sister she at fiist 
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BBsumed to be. My father waa a good man, a kind man 
— a eaint, Don Arturo. It was not for him to know ii 
she were Grace Ashley or Grace Conroj — it was enough 
for him to know that she was alive, weak, helpless, suffer- 
ing. Against the advice of his officors, he took her into 
his own house, into hia own family, into his own fatherly 
heart, to wait until her brother, or this Philip Ashley, 
ehould return. He never returned. In sis months ahe 
■was taken ill — very ill- — a little child waa bom — Don 
Arturo — but in the same moment it died and the mother 
died — both, you comprehend — both died — in my arms 1 " 

"That was bad," said Arthur curtly, 

"I do not comprehend," said Dona Dolores. 

"Pardon. Do not misunderstand me. I say it Tras 
bad, for I really believe that this girl, the mysteiioiiB 
etranger, with the alias, was really Grace Conroy." 

Doiia Dolores raised her eyes and atared at Arthur. 

"And why!" 

"Because the identification of the bodies tj the expedi- 
tion was hurried and imperfect." 

"How know you thiai" 

Arthur arose and drew his chair a little nearer his fair 
client. 

"You have heen good enough to intrust me with an 
important and honorable secret. Let me show my appre- 
ciation of that confidence by intrusting you with one 
equally important. I know that the identification was 
imperfect and hurried because I was present. In the 
report of the expedition yon will find the name, if you 
have not already read it, of Lieutenant Arthur Poinsett 
That waa myself." 

Dona Dolores raised herself to a sitting posture. 

" But why did you not tell me this before 1 " 

"Because, first, I believed that you knew that I was 
Lieutenant Poinsett. Because, secondly, I did not believe 
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that you knew that Arthur Poineett and Philip Ashley 
and the aame person." 

"I do not underetend," said Dona Dolores slowly, in a 
hard metallic voice, 

" I am Lieutenant Arthur Poinsett, formerly of the 
army, who, under the assumed name of Philip Aahley, 
hrought Grace Conroy out of Starvation Camp. I am the 
person who afterwards abandoned her, — the father of hex 
child." 

He had not the slightest intention of saying this when 
he first entered the room, but something in his nature, 
which he had never tried to control, brought it out. He 
was neither ashamed of it nor apprehensive of its results; 
but, having said it, leaned back in his chair, proud, self- 
reliant, and self- sustained. If he had been uttering a 
moral sentiment he could not have been externally more 
calm or inwardly less agitated. More than that, there was 
a certain injured dignity in his manner, as he rose, with- 
out giving the speechless and astonished woman before 
him a chance to recover herself, and said: — 

"You will be able now to know whether your confidence 
has been misplaced. You will be able now to determine 
what you wish done, and whether I am the person best 
calculated to assist you. I can only say, Dona Dolores, 
that I am ready to act either as your witness to the identi- 
fication of the real Grace Conroy, or as your legal adviser, 
or both. When you have decided which, you shall give 
me your further commands, or dismiss me. Until then, 
adios!" 

He bowed, waved his hand with a certain grand cour- 
tesy, and withdrew. When Dona Dolores raised her 
stupefied head, the door had closed upon him. 

When this conceited young gentleman reached his own 
room, he was, I grieve to say, to some extent mentally, 
and if I may use the word, morally exalted by the inter- 
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view. More than that, he was in better spirits than he 
had been since his arrival. Erom his room he strode out 
into the corridor. If his horse had been saddled, he 
would have taken a sharp canter over the low hills for 
exercise, pending the decision of his fair client; but it was 
the hour of the noonday siesta, and the courtyard was 
deserted. He walked to the gate, and looked across the 
plain. A fierce wind held uninterrupted possession of 
earth and sky. Something of its restlessness, just at that 
instant, was in Arthur's breast, and, with a glance around 
the corridor, and a momentary hesitation, as an opening 
door, in a distant part of the building, suggested the pos- 
sibility of another summons from Dona Dolores, he stepped 
beyond the walls. 
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The absolvite freedom of illimitable apace, the exhilara- 
tion of the sparkling sunlight, and the excitenjent of the 
opposing wind, which was strong enough to oblige him to 
exert a certain degree of phyeical strength to overcome it, 
so wrought upon Arthur, that in a few momenta he had 
thrown off the mysterious spell which the Rancho of the 
Blessed Trinity appeared to have cast over hia spirits, and 
had placed a material distance between himself and its 
gloomy towers. The landscape, which had hitherto seemed 
monotonous and uninspiring, now became suggestive; in 
the low dome-shaped hills beyond, that were budciled to- 
gether like half-blown earth bubbles raised by the fiery 
breath of some long-dead volcano, he fancied he saw the 
origin of the mission architecture. In the long sweep of 
the level plain, he recognized the calm, uneventful life 
that had left its expression in the patient gravity of the 
people. In the fierce, restless wind that blew over it — 
a wind so persistent and perpetual that all umbrage, except 
a narrow fringe of dwarfed willows defining the line of an 
extinct watercourse, was hidden in sheltered canons and 
the leeward slopes of the hills — he recognized something 
of his own restless race, and no longer wondered at the 
barrenness of the life that was turned towards tbe invader, 
"I dare say," he miittered to himself, "somewhere in the 
leeward of these people's natures may exist a luxurious 
growth that we shall never know. I wonder if the dona 
has not" — but here he stopped; angry, and, if the truth 
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muBt be told, a little frightened at the persistency with 
which Dona Dolores obtruded herself into hia abstract 
philosophy and sentiment. 

Possibly something else cansed him iot the moment to 
dismiss her from his mind. During his rapid wulk he had 
noticed, as an accidental, and by no means an essential 
feature of the bleak landscape, the rast herds of crawl- 
ing, purposeless cattle. An entirely new and distinct 
impression was now forming itself in his consciousness — 
namely, that they no longer were purposeless, vagrant, 
and wandering, but were actually obeying a certain definite 
law of attraction, and were moving deliberately toward an 
equally detinite object. And that object was himself! 

Look where he would; before, behind, on either side, 
north, east, south, west, — on the bleak hilltops, on the 
elope of the falda, across the dried-up arroyo, there were 
the same converging lines of slowly moving objects towards 
a single focus — himself! Although walking briskly, and 
with a certain definitenesa of purpose, he was apparently 
the only unchanging, fixed, and limited point in the now 
active landscape. Everything that rose above the dead, 
barren level was now moving slowly, irresistibly, instinct- 
ively, but unmistakably, towards one common centre — 
himself! Alone and unsupported, he was the helpless, 
, unconscious nucleus of a slowly gathering force, almost 
immeasurable in its immensity and power! 

At first the idea was amusing and grotesque. Then it 
became picturesque. Then it became something for prac- 
tical consideration. And then — but no! — with the quick 
and unerring instinctB of a powerful will, he choked down 
the next consideration before it had time to fasten upon or 
paralyze his strength. He stopped and turned. The 
Eancho of the Blessed Trinity was gone! Had it sud- 
denly sank in the earth, or had he diverged from his path 1 
Neither; he had simply walked over the little elevation 
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ID the plain beside the arroyo and corral, aud had already 
left the rancho two miles behind him. 

It was not the only surprise that came upon him sud- 
denly like a blow between the eyes. The same mysterious 
attraction had been operating in his rear, and when ha 
turned to retrace his steps toward the mission, he faced 
the staring eyes of a hundred bulls not fifty yards away. 
As lie faced them, the nearest turned, the next rank fol- 
lowed theic example, tlie next the same, and the next, 
until in the distance he could see the movement repeated 
with military precision and sequeoce. With a sense of 
relief, that he put aside as quickly as he had the sense of 
fear, he quickened his pace, until the nearest bull ahead 
broke into a gentle trot, which was communicated line by 
line to the cattle beyond, until the whole herd before him 
undulated like a vast monotonous sea. He continued on 
across the arroyo and past the corral until the blinding and 
penetrating cloud of dust, raised by the plunging hoofs of 
the moving mass before him, caused him to stop. A dull 
reverberation of the plain — -a sound that at first might 
have been attributed to a passing earthquake — now be- 
came so distinct that he turned. Not twenty yards behind 
him rose the advance wall of another vast, tumultuous sea 
of tossing horns and undulating backs that bad been slowly 
following his retreat. He had forgotten that he was sur- 
rounded. 

The nearest were now so close upon him that he could 
observe them separately. They were neither large, power- 
ful, vindictive, nor ferocious. On the contrary, they were 
thin, wasted, haggard, anxious beasts, economically 
equipped and gotten up, the better to wrestle with a six 
months' drought, occasional famine, and the incessant 
buffeting of the wind — wild and untamable, but their 
staring eyes and nervous limbs expressed only wonder and 
omiosity. And vbea he ran toward them with a shout, 
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they turned, as had the others, file by file, and rank by 
rank, and in a moment were, like the others, in full retreat. 
Rather, let me say, retreated as the others had retreated, 
for when he faced about again to retrace his steps toward 
the mission, he fronted the boesy bucklers and inextricable 
horns of those he had driven only a few moments ago be- 
fore him. They had availed themselves of his diversion 
with the rear-guard to return. 

With the rapidity of a quick intellect and swift per- 
ceptions Arthur saw at once the resiatlesB logic and utter 
hopelessness of his situation. The inevitable culmination 
of all this was only a question of time — and a very brief 
period. Would it be sufficient to enable him to reach the 
casal No! Could he regain the corral? Perhaps. Be- 
tween it and himself already were a thousand cattle. 
Would they continue to retreat as be advanced) Possibly. 
But would be be overtaken meanwhile by those in bis 
rear? 

He answered the question himself by drawing from his 
waistcoat pocket his only weapon, a small Derringer, and 
taking aim at the foremost bull. The shot took effect in 
the animal's shoulder, and he fell upon his knees. As 
Arthur had expected, his nearer comrades stopped and 
sniffed at their helpless companion. But, as Arthur had 
not expected, the eager crowd pressing behind overbore 
them and their wounded brother, and in another instant 
the unfortunate animal was prostrate and his life beaten 
out by the trampling hoofs of the resistless, blind, and 
eager crowd that followed. With a terrible intuition that 
it was a foreshadowing of his own fate, Arthur turned in 
the direction of the corral, and ran for bis very life! 

Ah he ran he was conscious that the act precipitated 
the inevitable catastrophe, — but he could think of nothing 
better. As he ran, he felt, from the shaking of the earth 
beneath bis feet, that the act had once more put the whole 
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hard in equally active motion behind him. As he ran, 
he noticed that the cattle before him retreated with some- 
thing of hia own precipitation. But as he ran, be thought 
of nothing but the awful fate that was following him, and 
the thought spurred him to an almost frantic effort. I 
have tried to make the reader understand that Arthur was 
quite inacceesible to any of those weaknesses which man- 
kind regard as physical cowardice. In the defense of what 
be believed to be an intellectual truth, in the interests of 
hie pride or hia self-love, or in a moment of passion, he 
would have faced death with unbroken fortitude and calm- 
ness. But to be tbe victim of an accident; to he the 
lamentable sequel of a logical succession of chances, with- 
out motive or purpose ; to be sacrificed for nothing, — with- 
out proving or disproving anything; to be trampled to 
death by idiotic beaste, who had not even tbe instincts of 
passion or revenge to justify them ; to die the death of an 
ignorant tramp, or any negligent clown, — a death that bad 
a ghastly ludicrousness in ite method, a death that would 
leave his body a shapeless, indistinguishable, unrecogniz- 
able clod, which affection could not idealize nor friendship 
reverence, — all this brought a horror with it so keen, so 
exquisite, so excruciating, that the fastidious, proud, intel- 
lectual being fleeing from it might have been the veriest 
dastard that ever turned hia back on danger. And super- 
added to it was a superstitious thought that for its very 
horror perhaps it was a retribution for something that he 
dared not contemplate ! 

And it was then that his strength suddenly flagged. 
His senses began to reel. Hie breath, which had kept 
pace with the quick beating of hia heart, intermitted, hesi- 
tated, was lost. Above the advancing thunder of hoofa 
behind him, be thought he heard a woman's voice. He 
knew now he was going crazy; he shouted and fell; he 
roee again and staggered forward a few steps and fell again. 
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It was over now I A sudden sense of some strange, sulitle 
perfume, beating up througli the acrid, smarting duet of 
the plain, that choked his mouth and blinded his eyes, 
came swooning over him. And then the blessed interposi- 
tion of unconsciousnees and peace. 

He struggled back to life again with the word "Philip" 
in his ears, a throbbing brow, and the sensation of an 
effort to do something that was required of hiui. Of all 
his experience of the last few moments only the perfume 
remained. He was lying alone in the dry bed of the 
arroyo; on the bank ahorse was standing, and above him 
bent the dark face and darker eyes of Dona Dolorea. 

"Try to recover sufficient strength to mount that horse," 
she said, after a pause. 

It was a woman before him. With that innate dread 
which all masculine nature has of exhibiting physical 
weakness before a weaker sex, Arthur struggled to rise 
without the assistance offered by the small hand of his 
friend. That, however, even at that crucial moment, he 
so far availed himself of it as to press it, I fear was the 
fact. 

"Tou came to my assistance alone 1" asked Arthur, aa 
he struggled to his feet. 

"Why not I We are equal now, Don Arturo," siud 
Do&a Dolores, with a dazzling smile, "I saw you from 
my window. You were rash — pardon me— ^foolish! 
The oldest vaquero never ventures afoot upon these plains. 
But eome; you shall ride with me. There was no tima 
to saddle another horse, and I thought you would not care 
to let others know of your adventure. Am I right! " 

There was a slight dimple of mischief in her cheek, and 
a quaint sparkle in her dark eye, as she turned her ques- 
tioning gaze on Arthur. He caught her hand and raised 
it respectfully to his lips. 

"You are wise as you are brave. Dona Dolores." 
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"We shall see. But at present you must believe that 
I am right, and do as I say. Mount that horse — I will 
help you if you are too weak — and — leave a space for me 
behind you ! " 

Thus adjured, Arthur leaped into the saddle. If his 
bones had been broken instead of being bruised, he would 
still have found strength for that effort. In another in- 
stant Dona Dolores's little foot rested on his, and she lightly 
mounted behind him. 

"Home now. Hasten; we will be there before any one 
will know it,'' she said, as she threw one arm around his 
waist, with superb unconsciousness. 

Arthur lifted the rein and dropped his heels into the 
flanks of the horse. In five minutes — the briefest, as it 
seemed to him, he had ever passed — they were once more 
within the walls of the Blessed Trinity. 
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The manner in which One Horae Gulch received the 
news of Gabriel Conroy'B marriage was characterietie of 
that frank and outspoken communitj. Without entering 
upon the question of his previous shameless fiirtatiou with 
Mrs, Matkle, — the haleful extent of which was generally 
unknown to the camp, — the nearer objections were based 
upon the fact that the bride was a Btranger and conse- 
quently an object of Buspicion, and that Gabriel's sphere 
of usefulness in a public philanthropic capacity would be 
seriously impaired and limited. His very brief courtship 
did not excite any surprise in a climate where the harvest 
so promptly followed the sowing, and the fact, now gen- 
erally known, that it was he who saved the woman's life 
sfter the breaking of the dam at Black Canon was accepted 
as a sufficient reason for bis success in that courtship. It 
may be remarked here that a certain grim disbelief in femi- 
nine coyness obtained at One Horse Gulch, That the 
conditions of life there were as near the perfect and origi- 
nal condition of mankind as could be found anywhere, and 
that the hollow shams of society and weak artifices of con- 
ventionalism could not exist in that sincere atmosphere, 
were two beliefs that One Horse Gulch never doubted. 

Possibly there was also some little envy of Gabriel's 
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BuccesB, an envy not baaed upon any evidence of his Bupe- 
rior courage, skill, or strength, hut only of the peculiar 
"luck," opportunity, or providence, that had enabled hini 
to turn certain qualities very common to One Horse Gulch 
to Buch favorable account. 

"Toe think," said Jo Briggs, "thet I waa allowin' — 
only tbet very afternoon — to go up that canon arter game, 
and did n't go from some derned foolishneea oi other, and 
yer 's Gabe, hevin' no caU to go thar, jest comes along, 
accidental- like, and, dern my skin ! but he strikes onto a 
purty gal and a wife the first lick I " 

"Thet 's so," responded Barker; "it 'a all luck. Thar 'a 
thet Cy Dudley, with plenty o' money and wantin' a wife 
bad, and ez is goin' to Sacramento to-morrow to prospect fur 
one, and he hez been up and down that canon time outer 
mind, and no dam ever said 'break' to him! No, sir! 
Or take my own case; on'y last week when the Fiddle- 
town coach went over the bank at Dry Creek, wasn't 1 
the fust man thar ez cut the leaders adrift and bruk open 
the coach- door and helped out the passengers 1 And wot 
passengers 1 Six Chinymen, by Jinks — and a Greaser I 
Thet 'a my luck." 

There were few preliminaries to the marriage. The 
consent of Oily waa easily gained. As an act of aggreasion 
and provocation towards Mrs. Markle nothing could ofifer 
greater inducements. The superior gentility of the stran- 
ger, the fact of her being a stranger, and the expeditious- 
ness of the courtship coming so hard upon Mrs. Markle'a 
fickleness commended itself to the child's sense of jus- 
tice and feminine retaliation. For herself, Oily hardly 
kaew if she liked her prospective sister; ahe waa gentle, 
aba was kind, she seemed to love Gabriel — but Oily was 
often haunted by a vague instinct tbat Mrs. Markle would 
have been a better match — and with true feminine incon- 
sistency she hated her the more for it. Possibly she tasted 
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also something of the diEappointment of the baffled match- 
maker in the depths of her childish consciousness. 

It may he fiiirlj presumed that the former Mrs. Devargea 
had confided to no one but her lawyer the secret of her 
assumption of the character of Grace Conroy. How far or 
how much more she had confided to that gentleman was 
known only to himself; he kept her secret, whatever might 
have been its extent, and received the announcement of 
her intended marriage to Gabriel with the superior smile 
of one to whom all things are poseible from the uuprofes- 
sioual sex. 

"Now that you are about to enter into actual possea- 
sion," said Mr. Maxwell, quietly buttoning up bis pocket 
again, " I suppose you will not require my Eerrices imme- 
diately. " 

It is said, upon what authority I know not, that 
Madame Devarges blushed slightly, heaved the least possi- 
ble sigh as she shook her head aud said, "I hope not," 
with an evident sincerity that left her legal adviser ia 
some slight astonishment. 

How far her intended husband participated in this con- 
fidence I do not know. He was evidently proud of allud- 
ing to her in the few brief days of his courtship as the 
widow of the "great Doctor Devarges," and his knowledge 
of her former husband to some extent mitigated in the 
public mind the apparent want of premeditation in the 

"To think of the artfulness of that man," said Sal, con- 
fidentially, to Mrs. Markle, " and he a-gettin' up sympathy 
about bis sufferin's at Starvation Camp, and all the while 
a-carryin' on with the widder of one o' them onfortunets. 
No wonder that man was queer! Wot you allowed in the 
innocents o' yer heart was bashfulness was jest conscience, 
I never let on to ye, Mrs, JIarkle, but I alius noticed thet 
thet Gabe never could meet my eye." 
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The flippant miod might have suggested that as both of 
MisH Sarah's eyes were afflicted with a cast, there might 
have been a physical impediment to this exchange of frauk- 
nesa; but then the flippant mind never enjoyed the confi- 
dence of this powerful young woman. 

It was a month after the wedding, and Mra. Markle was 
sitting alone in her parlor, whither she had retired after 
the profeasiona! duties of supper were over, when the front 
door opened, and Sal entered. It was Sunday evening, 
and Sal had been enjoying the brief recreation of goasip 
with the neighbors, and, as was alleged hy the flippant 
mind before alluded to, some coquettish conversation and 
dalliance with certain youth of One Horse Gulch, 

Mrs, Markle watched her handmaid slowly remove an 
immense straw "flat" trimmed with tropical flowers, and 
then proceed to fold away an enormous plaid shawl which 
represented quite another zone, and then her curiosity got 
the better of her prudence. 

"Well, and how did ye find the young couple gettin' 
on, Sail" 

Sal too well understood the value of coyly withheld 
information to answer at once, and with the instincts of a 
true artist she affected to misunilevstand her mistress. 
When Mrs. Markle had repeated her question Sal replied, 
with a sarcastic laugh, — 

"Axin' yer pardin' fur manners, but you let on about 
the young couple, and sha forty if she 'a anythin'." 

"Oh, no, Sal," remonstrated Mrs. Markle, with reproach- 
ful accents, and yet a certain self-satisfaction; "you'ra 
mistaken, sure," 

"Well," said Sa!, breathlessly slapping her hands on 
her lap, "if pearl powder and another woman's ha'r and 
fancy doin'a beggiles folks, it ain't Sal ez is among the 
folks fooled. No, Sue Markle. Ef I ain't lived long 
enough with a woman ez owne to thirfy-three and hez — 
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ef it wuz m; last words and God is my jedge — the neck 
aud arms of a gal of sixteen, not to kaow when a woman 
is trying to warm over tlie scraps of forty year with a kind 
o' hash o' twenty, then Sal Clark ain't got no eyes, thet 's 
.«U." 

Mrs. Maikle blushed slightly under the direct flattery of 
Sal, and continued; — 

"Some folks says she 's purty." 

"Some men's meat is other men's pizen," responded Sol 
sententioualy, unfastening an enormous hlack velvet zone, 
and apparently permitting her figure to fall into instant 

" How did they look ? " said Mrs. Markle, after a pause, 
recommencing her darning, which she had put down. 

" Well, purty much as I allowed they would from the 
first, Thar ain't any love wasted over thar. My opinion 
is thet he's sick of his bargin. She runs the house and 
ev'rything that 's in it. Jest look at the ctitterl She's 
just put that thar Gabe tip to prospecting all along the 
ledge here, and that fool's left bis diggin's and hcz been 
running hither and yon, making ridiklus holes all over the 
hill jest to satisfy thet woman, and she ain't eatisfied nei- 
ther. Take my word for it, Sue Markle, thar 's suthin' 
wrong thar. And then thar 's thet OUy " — 

Mrs, Markle raised her eyes quickly, and put down her 
work, " Oily," she repeated, with great animation — 
" poor little Oily ! what 's gone of her ) " 

"Well," said Sal, with an impatient toss of her head, 
"I never did see what thar wuz in that peart and sassy 
piece for any one to take to — leastwise a woman with a 
child of her own. The airs and graces thet thet OUy 
would put on wuz too much. Why, she hed n't been nigh. 
us for a month, and the day afore the wedding what does 
that limb do but meet me and sez, sez she, ' Sal, ye kin 
tell Mia. Markle as my brother Gabe ez goin' to marry a 



MK. AND MRS. OOSKOV AT HOMK 191 

lady — a lady,' sez she. 'Thar ain't goin' to ho enny 
Pikes about oiir cabin. ' And thet child only eight yeais I 
Oh, git out thar ! I ain't no patience ! " 

To the infinite credit of a much ahuaed aei, be it re- 
corded that Mra. Markle overlooked the implied bIut, and 
asked : — 

"But what about Ollyl" 

"I mean to eay," said Sat, "thet thet child hain't no 
place in thet house, and thet Gabe ia jest thet weak and 
mean-spirited ez to let thet woman have her own way. 
No wonder thet the child was crying when I met her out 
in the woods yonder." 

Mrs. Markle instantly flushed, and hei black eyes 
snapped ominously. "I should jest like to ketch " — ahe 
began quickly, and then stopped and looked at her com- 
panion. "Sal," she said, with swift vehemence, "I must 
see thet child." 

"Howl" 

The word in Sal'a dialect had a various, large, and cath- 
olic significance. Mrs. Markle understood it, and repeated 
briefly : — 

" Oily — I must see her — right ofi' ! " 

"Which?" continued Sal. 

"Here," replied Mrs. Markle; "anywhere. Fetch her 
»hen ye kin." 

"Then I '11 go to her," said Mra. Markle, with a sudden 
and characteristic determination that closed the conversa- 
tion and sent Sal hack viciously to her unwashed dishes. 

Whatever might have been the truth o( Sal's report, 
there was certainly no general external indication of thq 
facts. The newly married couple were, to all appearances, 
as happy and contented, and as enviable to the masculine 
inhabitants of One Horse Gulch, as any who had ever 
built ■ nest within its pastoral close. If a majority of 
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Gabriel's yisitora were gentlemen, it was easily attributed 
to the preponderaiice of males in the settlement. If these 
gentlemen were unonimnusly extravagant in their praise 
of Mtb. Conroy, it was as easily attributable to the same 
cause. That Gabriel should dig purpoBcIeas holes over 
the hillside, that he should for the time abandon his regu- 
lar occupation in his little modest claim in the canon, was 
quite consistent with the ambition of a newly married 
man. 

A few eveningB after this, Gabriel Conroy was sitting 
alone by the hearth of that new house, which popular 
opinion and the tastes of Mrs. Conroy seemed to think was 
essential to hia new condition. It was a larger, more am- 
bitious, more expensive, and perhaps less comfortable 
dwelling than the one in which he has been introduced to 
the reader. It was projected upon that credit which a 
man of family was sure to obtain in One Horse Gulch, 
where the immigration and establishment of families and 
household centres were fostered even at pecuniary risks. 
It contained, beside the chambers, the gratuitous addition 
of a parlor, which at this moment was adorned and made 
attractive by the presence of Mrs. Conroy, who was enter- 
taining a few viaitors that, under her attractions, bad pro- 
longed their sitting until late. When the laugh had ceased 
and the door closed on the last lingering imbecile, Mrs, 
Conroy returned to the sitting-room. It was dark, for 
Gabriel had not lighted a candle yet, and he was occupy- 
ing his favorite seat and attitude before the fire. 

" Why I are you there ) " said Mrs. Conroy gayly. 

Gabriel looked up, and with that seriousneas which was 
habitual to him replied: — 

"Yes." 

Mrs. Conroy approached her lord and roaster, and ran 
her thin, olnw-like fingers through bis hair with married 
audacity. He caught them, held them for a moment with 
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B kindly, caressing, and yet slightly embarraBsed ait that 
the lady did not like. She withdrew them ciuickly. 

"Why didn't you come into the parlor ) " she said, ox- 
aminitig him curiously. 

"I didn't admire to to-night," returned Gabriel, with 
grave simplicity, "and I reckoned you'd get on is well 
without me." 

There was not the slightest trace of bitterness nor ag- 
grieved sensitiveneaa in his tone or manner, and although 
Mrs. Conroy eyed him sharply for any latent spark of jeal- 
ousy, she was forced to admit to herself that it did not ex- 
ist in the quiet, serious man before her. .Vaguely aware 
of some annoyance in bis wife's face, Gabriel reached out 
his arm, and, lightly taking her around her waist, drew 
her to his knee. But the very act was so evidently a rec- 
ognition of a certain kind of physical and moral weakness 
in the creature before him — so professional — so, as Mrs. 
Conroy put it to herself, — "like as if I were a sick man," 
that her irritation was not soothed. She rose quickly and 
seated herself on the other side of the fireplace. With 
the same implied toleration Gabriel had already displayed, 
he now made no attempt to restrain her. 

Mrs. Conroy did not pout as another woman might have 
done. She only smiled a haggard smile that deepened the 
line of her nostril into her cheek, and pinched her thin, 
straight nose. Then she said, looking at the fire: — 

"Ain't you well!" 

"I reckon not — not overly well," 

There was a silence, both looking at the fire. 

"You don't get anything out of that hillaidet" asked 
Mrs. Conroy at last, pettishly. 

"No," said Gabriel. 

"You have prospected all over the ridge 1" continued 
the woman impatiently. 

"All over!" 
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"And you don't find anythingt" 

"Kothin'," said Gabriel. "Naiy. Thet is," te added 
with his usual cautious deliberation, "thet is, nothin' o' 
any account. The gold, ef there is any, lies lower down 
in the gulch, wbar I used to dig. But I kept at it jest to 
■atisfy your whim. You know, July, it was a whim of 
yooTB," he continued, with a certain gentle deprecatoriaeBs 
of manner. 

A terrible thought flashed suddetily upon Mrs. Conroy. 
Could Dr. Devarges have made a mistake ! Might he not 
have been delirious or insane when he wrote of the trea- 
sure T Or had the secretary deceived her as to ita loca- 
tion 1 A swift and sickening sense that all she had gained, 
or was to gain, from ber scheme, was the man before her 
— and that he did not love her as other men had — as- 
serted itself through her trembling consciousness. Mrs. 
Conroy had already begun to fear that she loved this bus- 
band, and it was with a new sense of yearning and depend' 
ence that she in her turn looked deprecatingly and sub- 
missively into bis face and said : — 

" It was only a whim, dear — I dare say a fooUah one. 
It's gone now. Don't mind iti" 

"I don't," said Gabriel aimply. 

Mrs. Conroy winced, 

"I thought you looked disappointed," she said after a 

"It ain't that I was thinkin' on, July; it 'a Oily," said 
Gabriel. 

There is a limit even to a frightened woman's submis- 
non. , 

"Of course," she said sharply; "Oily, Oily again and 
always. I ought to have remembered that." 

"Thet's so," said Gabriel with the same exasperating 
quiet. "I was reckonin' jest now, ez there don't seem to 
be any likelinesa of you and Olly'e gettin' on together. 
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you'd better eepaiate. Thai ain't no sense goin' on this 
way, July — no aenae et all. And the worst o' the hull 
thing ez thet Oily ain't gettin' no kinder good outer it, no 
way ! " 

Mis. Conroy was very pale and dangerously quiet as 
Mr. Conroy went on. 

"I've allers allowed to send that child to echool, but 
aha don't keet to go. She 's thet foolish, thet Oily is, 
thet she does n't like to leave me, and I reckon I 'm thet 
foolish too thet I don't like to hev her go. The only way 
to put things square ez this " — 

Mrs. Conroy turned and fixed her gray eyes upon her 
husband, but she did not speak. 

"You'd better go away," continued Gabriel quietly, 
"for a while. I 'vb heerd afore now that it 'a the reg'lar 
thing fur a bride to go away and visit her mother. You 
hain't got no mother," said Gabriel thoughtfully, "hev 
ye) — that's had. But yon was a-sayin' the other day 
authin' about some husinesa you had down at 'Frisco. 
Now it would be about the nateral sort o' thing for ye to 
go thar fur two or three months, jest till things get round 
square with Oily and me." 

It ia probable that Gabriel was the only man from whom 
Mra. Conroy could have received this humiliating proposi- 
tion without interrupting him with a burst of indignation. 
Yet she only turned a rigid face towards the fire again 
with a hysterical laugh, 

"Why limit my stay to two or three months!" she 
said. 

"Well, it might be four," aaid Gabriel simply; "it 
would give me and Oily a longer time to get things in 
shape. " 

Mra. Conroy loae and walked rigidly to her huaband'a 

"What," she said huskily, "what if I were to refuse I" 
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Oabriel looked as if this enggertion wonld not have been 
■tttrtling ot inctmsisteDt aa an abstract posdbilitj in wo- 
tnan, but said notbing. 

" What, " continued Mrs. Conroy, more rapidly and 
huakily, " what if I wt^re to tell you and that brat to go ! 
What," abe aaid, euddeoly raifiing ber voice to a tbin high 
woprano, "what if I were to turn you both out of this 
houBe — mff house! ofT this land — my laud! £h1 eht 
eh 1 " she almost acteamed, empbaaizing each interrogatory 
with her thin band on Gabriel's shoulder, in a desperate 
but impotent attempt to shake him. 

"Cettingly, cerlingly," said Gabriel calmly. "But 
thar 'b Homebody at the door, July," he continued quietly, 
as be rose slowly and walked into the hall. 

His quick ear had detected a knocking without, above 
the truculent pitch of Mrs. Conroy's voice. He threw 
open the door, and disclosed Oily and Sal standing upon 
the threshold. 

It ia scarcely necessary to say that Sal was first to re- 
cover the use of that noble organ, the tongue. 

" With chilla and ager in every breath — it 'e an hour if 
it's five minutea that we've stood here," she began, 
"pounding at that door. * You 're interrupting the young 
couple, Sal,' sez I, 'comin' yer this time o' night, breakia' 
in, ao to speak, on the holiest confidences,' sez I; 'but 
it 'a business, and onleas you bev thet to back you, Sarah 
Clark," I sez, 'and you ain't a woman ez ever turned her 
buck on thet or them, you ain't no call there.' But I was 
to fetch this child home, Mrs. Conroy," continued Sal, 
pushing her way into the little sitting-roi 

She paused, for the room was vacant. Mrs. Conroy had 
disappeared. 

" I thought I beerd " — said Sal, completely taken 
aback. 

"It was only Gabe," said Oily, with the ready menda- 
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city of swift femmine tact. "I told you bo. Thank you, 
Sal, for seeing me home. Good night, Sal," and, with a 
dexterity that sniote Giabriel iDto awesome and admiring 
silence, she absolutely led the hceatliless Sal to the door 
and closed it upon hei before that astonished female could 
recover her speech. 

Then she returned quietly, took off her hat and shawl, 
and taking the unresisting hand of her brother, led him 
back to hia former seat by the fire. Drawing a low stool 
in front of him, she proceeded to neatle between hia knees 
— an old trick of hers — and once more taking his hand, 
stroked it between her brown fingers, looked up into hia 
face, and said ; — 

"Dear old Gate!" 

The sudden smile that irradiated Gabriel's serious face 
would have been even worse provocation to Mrs. Conroy 
than his previous conduct. 

"What was the matter, Gabel" said Oily; "what was 
she saying when we came in ! " 

Gabriel had not, since the entrance of his sister, thought 
of Mrs. Conroy'a parting speech and manner. Even now 
its full significance did not appear to have reached him. 

"I disremember, Oily," he replied, looking down into 
OUy's earnest eyes; "suthin' or other; she was techy, 
thet's all." 

" But wot did she mean by saying that the house and 
lands was hers?" persisted the child. 

"Married folks. Oily," said Gabriel, with the lazy, easy 
manner of vast matrimonial experience, " married folks 
hev little jokes and ways o' thar own. Eein' onmarried 
yourself, ye don't know. 'With all my worldly gooda I 
thee endow,' thet's all — thet's what she meant, Oily. 
'With all my worldly goods I thee endow.' Did jou hev 
a good time down there I " 

"Yea," aaid Oily. 
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"Yon '11 her a nice lime here soon, OUy," said GafcmeL 

0\ly looked tncreiliiloaal; acioss the hall toward the 
door of Mra. Conroy'a chamber. 

"Thet'a it, Oily," said Gabriel, "Mrs. Cocroy 'b goin' 
to 'Frisco to eee Bome friends. She 'a thet bent an goin' 
thet nothin' 'II atop her. Ye see. Oily, it's the fashion 
fur new married folks to kinder go 'way and visit absent 
and sufferin' friends. Thar's them little ways about the 
married etate, that, bein' onmarried yourself, you don't 
Babe. But it 'e all right, she 's goin'. Bein' a lady, and 
raised, so to epeak, 'mong fashi'n'ble people, she 's got to 
folly the faahi'n. She's goin' for three months, mebbe 
four. I disiemember now wot 'a the fashi'n'ble time. 
Butahe'li do it, OUy." 

OUy oast a penetrating look at her brother, 

"She ain't goin' on my account, (Jabel" 

"Lord love the child, no! Wot put thet into your 
head, OUyl Why," said Gabriel with cheerful mendacity, 
"she 's been takin' a shine to ye o' late. On'y to-night 
■he was wonderin' wliar you be," 

Am if to give credence to his words, and much to his 
inward astonishment, the door of Mrs. Conroy's room 
opened, and the lady herself, with a gracious smile on her 
lips anil a brightly beaming eye, albeit somewhat reddened 
around tlie lids, croseed the hall, and, going up to OUy, 
kissed her round cheek. 

"I thought it was your voice, and although I was just 
going to bed," she added gayly, with a slightly apologetic 
look at her charming di'shabille, "I had to come in and be 
sure it was you. And where have you been, you naughty 
girl ? Do you know I shall be dreadfully jealous of this 
Mrs. Markle. Come and teU me all about her. Come. 
You shall et4iy with me to-night, and we won't let brother 
Gabe hear our little secrets — shall weT Come I" 

And before the awe-struck Gabriel could believe hia own 
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senses she had actually whisked the half-pleased, half- 
frightened child into her own room, and he was left stand- 
ing alone. Kor was he the less amazed, although relieved of 
a certain undefined anxiety for the child, when, a moment 
later. Oily herself thrust her curly head out of the door, and, 
calling out, ** Good-night, old Gabe,'' with a mischievous 
accent, shut and locked the door in his face. For a mo- 
ment Gabriel stood petrified on his own hearthstone. Was 
he mistaken, and had Mrs. Conroy's anger actually been 
nothing but a joke ? Was Oily really sincere in her dis- 
like of his wife ? There was but one apparent solution to 
these various and perplexing problems, and that was the 
general incomprehensibility of the sex. 

"The ways o' woman is awful onsartin," said Gabriel, 
as he sought the solitary little room which had been set 
apart for Oily, "and somehow I ain't the man ez hez the 
gift o* findin' them out." 

And with these reflections he went apologetically, yet, 
to a certain extent, contentedly, as wap his usual habit, to 
bed* 
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Aa no word has been handed down of the conversation 
that night between Oily and her sister-in-law, I fear the 
masculine reader must view their subsequent conduct in 
the light of Gabriel's abstract proposition. The feminine 
reader — to whose weli-known sense of justice and readi- 
nesa to acknowledge a characteristic weakness I chiefly 
commend these pages — will of course require no further 
explanation, and will be quite ready to believe that Ihe 
next morning OUy and Mrs, Conroy were apparently firm 
friends, and that Gabriel was incontinently snubbed by 
both of these ladies as he deserved. 

"You don't treat July right," said Oily, one morning, 
to Gabriel, during five minutes that she had snatched frorf 
the inseparable company of Mrs. Conroy. 

Gabriel opened his eyes in wonder. "'I hain't been 
'round the house much, because I allowed you and July 
didn't want my kempany," he began apologetically, "and 
ef it's shortness of provisions, I've fooled away so much 
time, Oily, in prospectin' that ledge that I had no time to 
cl'ar up and get any dust. I reckon, may be the pork- 
bar'l is low. But I '11 fix thet straight soon, OUy, soon." 

"But it ain't thet, Gabe — it ain't provisions — it's — 
it's — Oh, you ain't got no sahe ez a husband — thar!" 
burst out the direct Oily at last. 

Without the least sign of resentment, Gabriel looked 
thoughtfully at his sister. 

"Thet 'a so — I reckon thet w the thiag, Not hevin' 
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been married afore, and bein', bo to apeak, strange and 
green-handed, like as not I don't exactly come up to the 
views of a woman ez hez bed thet experience. And ber 
husband a savang! a eavang! Oily, and a lamed man." 

"You're &s good as him!" ejaculated Oily hastily, 
whoee parts of speech were less accurately placed than her 
feelings, " and I reckon she loves you a heap better, Gabe. 
But you ain't quite lovin' enough," she added, as Gabriel 
started. "Why, tbar was thet young couple thet came 
up from Simpson's last week, and stayed over at Mrs. 
Markle's. Thar was no end of the attentions thet thet 
man paid to thet tbar woman — fixin' ber shawl, bistin' 
the winder and puttin' it down, and askin' after her health 
every five minnits — and they 'd sit and sit, just like this" 
— here Oily, in the interests of domestic felicity, impro- 
vised the favorite attitude of the bridegroom, as far as the 
great girth of Gabriel's waist and chest could be "clipped" 
by bet small arms. 

"Wot! afore folks 1" asked Gabriel, looking down a 
little shamefully on the twining arms of his sister. 

"Yes — in course — afore folks. Why, they want it to 
be known thet they 're married." 

"Oily," broke out Gabriel desperately, "your sister-in- 
law ain't thet kind of a woman. She 'd reckon tbet kind 
o' thing was low," 

But Oily only replied by casting a mischievous look kt 
her brother, shaking her curls, and with the mysterious 
admonition, "Try it!" left him, and went back to Mrs. 
Conroy. 

Happily for Gabriel, Mrs. Conroy did not offer an op- 
portunity for the exhibition of any tendemeaa on Gabriel's 
part. Although she did not make any allusion to the past, 
and even utterly ignored any previous quarrel, she still 
preserved a certain coy demeanor toward him, that, while 
it relieved bim of an onerous duty, very greatly weakened 
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hia faith in the infallibility of OUy's judgment. When, 
out of reapct to that judgment, he went so far as to thiow 
hia arma oatantatiously around his wife's waist one Sun- 
dayi wlule perambulating the single long public street of 
Cue llorae C^ulch, aixd that lady, with great decision, 
quietly alip(H)d out of his embrace, he doubted still more. 

**I did it on account o' wot you said. Oily, and dam 
my akin if she seemeil to like it at all, and even the boys 
hai^in' around seemed to think it was queer. Jo Hobson 
•nickered right out" 

**AVhei\ wasitf*' said OUy. 

"Sunday," 

Oily, ahar^ay — " Where t "* 

Oabriel ~ ** On Main Street^* 

Oily, ajKViitrophiasiug heaven with her blue eyes — "Ef 
thar ever was a Wunderin* mule, Gabe, it *s you!'* 

Gabriel, mildly and thoughtfully — "Thet's sa*' 

} low Wit, $v^me kind of a hollow truce was patched up 
between the^iie three belligerents, and Mrs. Conroy did not 
gi> to Sai\ Fraixci^v on bu^siness;. It is presumed that the 
\irgeiu\Y of her atVairs there was relieved by correspondence, 
fi^r d\irii\g the next two weeks she expressed much anxiety 
on the arrival of the regular tri^weekly mails. And one 
day it brvnight her not only a letter, but an individual of 
Sii^me im(H>rtaixoe in this history. 

He gv^t down frvuu the W'iugdam eoacb amid consider- 
able IvHral enthusiasm. Apart frv>m the fact that it was 
well known that he was a rich San Francisco banker and 
ca|>itali$t« his brusque, sharp energy, his easy, skeptical 
familiarity and general cv>ntempt for and ignoring of ereij- 
thing but the (>raotical anvi material^ and, abore all, his 
reputativ^n for suvvess. which seemed to make that success 
a wholesotue business priucijxle rather than good fntune, 
havi already fasciuatevi the (>as$enger$ who had listened to 
his curt speech and half oracular axioms Thej httd foiw 
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given dogmatiama voiced in aucli a hearty manner, and em- 
phasized possibly with a slap on tlie back of the listener. 
He had already converted them to his broad materialism, 
— less, perhaps, by his curt rhetoric than by the logic of 
his habitual biasiness success, and the respectability that it 
commanded. It was easy to accept skepticism from a man 
who evidently had not suffered by it. Eadicalism and 
democracy are mjich more fascinating to us when the apos- 
tle is in comfortable ease and easy circumstances than 
when he is clad in fustian, and consistently out of a situa- 
tion. Human nature thirsts for the fruit of the tree of 
the knowledge of good and evil, but would prefer to receive 
it from the happy owner of a latch-key to the Garden of 
Eden, rather than from the pilferer who had just been 
ejected from the premises. 

It is probable, however, that the possessor of these 
admirable qualities had none of that line scorn for a man- 
kind accessible to this weakness which at present fills the 
breast of the writer, and, I trust, the reader, of these 
pages. If he had, I doubt if he would have been success- 
ful. Like a true hero, he was quite unconscious of the 
quality of his heroism, and utterly unable to analyze it. 
So that, without any previous calculations or pre-arranged 
plan, he managed to get rid of his admirers, and apply 
himself to the business he had in hand without either will- 
fully misleading the public of One Horse Gulch, or giving 
the slightest intimation of what that real business was. 
That the general interests of One Horse Gulch had attracted 
the attention of this powerful capitalist — that he intended 
to erect a new hotel, or start an independent line of 
stagecoaches from Sacramento, — were among the accepted 
theories. Everybody otfered him vast and gratuitous in- 
formation, and out of the various facta and theories sub- 
mitted to him be gained the particular knowledge he 
required without asking for it. Given a reputation foi 
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busineBB ahrewdneBs and omnipreBence in any one indi- 
vidual, and the world will speedily place him beyond the 
necessity of using them. 

And so in a casual, general way, the stranger was ehown 
over the length and breadth and thicknees and present and 
future of One Horse Gulch. When he had reached the 
farther extremity of the Gulch ha turned to his eacort, — 

"I 'U make the inquiry you ask now." 
■ "Howl" 

"By telegraph — if you'll take it." 

He tore a leaf from a memorandum- hook and wrote a 
few lines. 

" And you 1 " 

"Oh, I'll look around here; I suppose there's not 
much beyond this 1 " 

"No; the next claim is Gabriel Conroy's." 

"Not much account, I reckon!" 

"No; It pays him grub." 

"Well, dine with me at three o'clock, when and where 
you choose — you know beat. Invite whom you like. 
Good-by ! " 

And the great man's escort, thus dismissed, departed, 
lost in admiration of the decisive promptitude and liberal- 
ity of his guest. 

Left to himself, the stranger turned his footsteps in the 
direction of Gabriel Conroy's claim. Had he been an 
admirer of nature, or accessible to any of those influences 
which a contemplation of wild scenery ia apt to produce in 
weaker humanity, he would have been awed by the gradual 
transition of a pastoral landscape to one of uncouth heroics. 
In a few minutes he had left the belt of sheltering pines 
and entered upon the ascent of a shadowless, scorched, and 
blistered mountain, tlia . here and there in places of vege- 
tation had put on the excrescences of scoria, or a singular 
eruption of crust, that, breaking beneath his feet in slip- 
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pery gray powder, made hia footing diffiajilt and uncertain. 
Had he heea poaseHsed of a Bcientific eye, he would have 
noted here and there the evidences of volcanic action in 
the sudden dopressions, the abrupt elevations, the marks 
of disruption and upheaval, and the river-like flow of 
dehria that protruded a black tongue into the valley below. 
But I am constrained to believe the stranger's dominant 
impression was simply one of heat. Half-way up the 
ascent be took off his coat and wiped hia forehead with his 
handkerchief. Nevertheless, certain peculiarities in his 
modes of progression showed him to be not unfamiliar with 
mountain travel. Two or three times during the ascent 
he stopped, and, facing about, carefully resmveyed the 
path beneath him. Slight as was the action, it was the 
imfailing sign of the mountaineer, who recognized that the 
other side of a mountain was as yet an undetermined quan- 
tity, and was prepared to retrace his steps if necessary. 
At the summit he paused and looked around him. 

Immediately at hia feet the gulch which gave its name 
to the settlement, and from which the golden harvest was 
gathered, broadened into a thickly wooded valley. Its 
quivering depths were suffused hy the incense of odorous 
gums and balms liberated by the fierce beat of the noonday 
sun, that rose to bis face in soft, tremulous waves, and filled 
the ait with its heated spices. Through a gap in the 
cation to the west, a faint, scarcely-distinguishable line of 
cloud indicated the coast range. North and south, higher 
hills arose heavily terraced with straight colonnades of 
pines, that made the vast black monolith on which he 
stood appear blacker and barer by contrast. Higher hilla 
to the east — one or two peaks — and between them in the 
sunlight odd-looking, indistinct, vacant intervals — hlanks 
in the landscape as yet not filled in with color or expres- 
sion. Yet the stranger knew them to be snow, and for 
a few momenta seemed fascinated — gazing at them with 
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a fixed ey» snd rigid mouth, until, with an effort, be tore 
hiiii»?]f away. 

Scattered ovor the summit were numerous holee that 
apjiettred to have been recently eunic. In one of them the 
etrauger picked up a fragment of the crumbled tock, and 
examined it carelewily. Tlien he slowly descended the 
gentler slope towards the ivest, in the direction of a claim 
wherein hia ijuiek eye had discovered a wan at work. A 
walk uf a few moments brought him to the bank of red 
clay, the heap of tailings, the wooden eluice-box, and the 
pan and shovel which constituted the appurtenances of an 
ordinary claim. As he approached nearer, the workman 
rose from the hank over which he was bending, and lean- 
ing on his {lick, turned hia face to the new-comer. Hia 
broad, athletic figure, his heavy blond heard, and serious per~ 
plexed eyes, were unmistakable. It was Gabriel Conroy, 

" How are ye t " said the stranger, briskly extending a 
hand, which Gabriel took mechanically. "You're look- 
ing Weill Eeeollect you, but you don't recollect me. 
Eh 1 " He laughed curtly, in a fashion as short and buei- 
nesS'like as his speech, and then fixed his eyes rather im- 
liatieiitly on the hesitating Gabriel. 

Gabriel could only stare, and struggle with a tide of 
thick-coming rememhranceB, He looked around him; the 
aun was beating down on the old familiar objects, every- 
thing waa unchanged — and yet this face, this voice. 

"I am here on a matter of business," continued the 
stranger briskly, dismissing the question of recognition as 
one unessential to the bttainesa on hand — "and — what 
have you got to propose 1 " 

He leaned lightly against the bank and supported him- 
eelf by thrusting Gabriel's pickaxe against the bank, aa 
he waited a reply. 

"It 'b Peter Dumphy," said Gabriel, in an awe-stricken 
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"Yea. You recollect ma now! Thought you would. 
It's five years and over — ain't it! Rough times them, 
Gabriel — warn't they! Eh! But you're lookin' well 
— doin' well, too. Hey I Well — what do you propose 
to do about thia claim? Haven't made up your mind — 
hey ! Come then — I '11 make a proposition. First, I 
suppose your title's all right, hey 1 " 

It waa so evident from Gabriel's dazed manner that, 
apart from his astonishment at meeting Peter Dumphy, he 
did not kao\7 what he was talking about, that Dumphy 
paused. 

"It's about these specimens," he added, eying Gabriel 
keenly, "the specimens you sent me." 

" Wot specimens t " said Gabriel vaguely, still lost in 
the past. 

"The ones your wife sent me — all the same thing, you 

"But it ain't," said Gabriel, with hia old truthful 
directness. "You better talk to her 'bout thet, Thet 'a 
her lookout. I reckon now she did say suthin'," contin- 
ued Gabriel, meditatively, "about sendin' rock to 'Frisco 
to be tested, but I did n't somehow get to take an interest 
in it. Leaatwaya, it 'a her funeral. You 'd better see 

It was Mr. Dumphy's turn to be perplexed. In his 
perfect misapprehension of the character of the man before 
him, he saw only skillful business evasion under the guise 
of simplicity. He remembered, moreover, that in the 
earlier days of his prosperity aa Dumphy and Jenkins, 
Commission Merchants, he was himself in the habit of 
referring customers with whom he waa not ready to treat 
to Jenkins, very much as he had just now been referred to 
Mrs. Conroy. 

" Of course, " he said briskly ; " only I thought I 'd save 
time, which is short with me to-day, by coming directly 
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to you. 1/lay not hare time to see her. But you can 

"Thet'a so," eaid Gabriel, "p'r'aps it's just aa well in 
the long run. Ef ye don't see her, she'll know it ain't 
your fault. I '11 let on that much to her." And having 
djeposed of this unimportant feature of the interview, he 
continued, "Ye have n't heard naught o' Grace — ye mind 
Grace, I>uniphy; a purty little girl ez was with me up 
thar — ye ain't heerd anything o' her — nor seen her, may 
be — hev youl " 

Of course this question at such a moment was to Mr. 
Dumphy susceptible of only one meaning. It was that 
MrB. Conroy had confessed everything to Gabriel, and that 
he wished to use Dumphy'a complicity in the deceit as a 
lever in future business transactions. Mr. Dumphy felt he 
had to deal with two consunimate actors — one of whom was 
a natural hypocrite. For the first time in his life he was 
impatient of evil. We never admire truth and sincerity 
so highly aa when we find it wanting in an adversary. 

"Kan off with some fellow, didn't sheJ Yes, I re- 
member. You won't see her again. It 's just as well for 
you ! I 'd call her dead, anyway," 

Although Dumphy was convinced that Gabriel's interest 
in the fate of his sister was hypocritical, he was not above 
a Christian hope that this might wound a brother's feel- 
ings. He turned to go. 

"Can't you come hack this way and hev a little talk 
about ol' timesl" said Gabriel, warming toward Dumphy 
under the magic of old associations, and ignoring with 
provoking unconsciousness the sting of his last speech. 
"There's Oily ez 'ud jest admire to see ye. Ye mind 
Oily 1 — the baby, Grace's little sister, growed a fine likely 
gal now. See yer, " continued Gabriel with sudden energy, 
putting down his pick and shovel, "I '11 jess go over thar 
with ye now." 
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"No! no!'* said Dumphy quickly. "Busy! Can't! 
'Notber time! Good-day; see you again sometime. So 
long ! " and he hurriedly departed, retracing his steps until 
the claim and its possessor were lost in the intervening 
foliage. 

Then he paused, hesitated, and then striking across the 
summit of the hill, made his way boldly to Gabriel's cottage. 

Either Mrs. Conroy was expecting him, or had detected 
him coming through the woods, for she opened the door 
to him and took him into her little parlor with a gracious- 
ness of demeanor and an elaboration of toilet that would 
have been dangerous to any other man. But, like most 
men with a deservedly bad reputation among women, Mr. 
Dumphy always rigidly separated any weakness of gallantry 
from his business. 

"Here only for a few moments. Sorry can't stay 
longer. You 're looking well! '' said Mr. Dumphy. 

Mrs. Conroy said she had not expected the pleasure of a 
personal interview; Mr. Dumphy must be so busy always. 

"Yes. But I like to bring good news myself. The 
specimens you sent have been assayed by first-class, reliable 
men. They '11 do. No gold — but eighty per cent, silver. 
Hey! P'r'aps you expected it." 

But Mr. Dumphy could see plainly from Mrs. Conroy 's 
eager face that she had not expected it. 

"Silver," she gasped — "eighty per cent. !" 

He was mystified, but relieved. It was evident that 
she had not consulted anybody else, and that he was first 
on the ground. So he said curtly, — 

" What do you propose ? " 

" I don't know, " began the lady. " I have n't thought " — 

"Exactly!" interrupted Dumphy. "Haven't got any 
proposition. Excuse me — but" (taking out his watch) 
"time's nearly up. Look here. Eighty per cent, 's big 
thing ! But silver mine takes gold mine to run it. All 
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expense first — no protit till you get down. Works, 
miielting — cost twenty per cent. Here 'a my propositioo. 
Put whole thing in joint-stock comijaoy ; one hundred 
Hhares; five millions capital. You take fifty shares. I 'II 
take twenty-five — dispose of other twenty-five as 1 can. 
How'sthat) Heyt Youcan'taay! Well — thinkofit!" 

But all Mrs. Conroy could think of was two and a half 
millions! It stared at her, stretching its gigantic ciphers 
Bcrosa the room. It hlazed in golden letters on checks, 
— it rose on glittering piles of silver coin to the ceiling of 
the parlor. Yet ahe turned to him with a hazard face, 
and said : — 

"But this — this money — is only in prospective." 

"Cash your draft for the sum ten minutes after the 
stock 's issued. That 's husiness." 

With this certainty Mrs. Conroy recovered heraelt. 

"I will talk — with — my husband," she said. 

Mr. Dumphy smUed - — palpably, openly, and shame- 
lessly, Mrs. Conroy colored quickly, but not from the 
consciousness Mr. Dumphy attributed to her, of detected 
cunning. She had begun to be ashamed of the position 
she believed she occupied in this man's eyes, and fearful 
that he should have discovered her husband's indifference 
to her. 

"I 've already seen him," said Mr. Dumphy quietly. 

The color dropped from Mrs, Conroy's cheeks. 

"He knows nothing of this," she said faintly. 

"Of course," said Dumphy half contemptuously, "he 
said so; referred to you. That 'b all right. That 'b busi- 

"You did not tell him — you dared not" — she said 
excitedly. 

Mr. Dumphy looked curiously at her for a moment 
Then ha rose and shut the door. 

"Look here," he said, facing Mrs. Conroy in a hard. 
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matter-of-fact way, " do you raean to say that what that 
maQ^joiit liuabiind — aaid was true? That he knowa 
nothing pf you; of the circumstaiicea under which you 

"He does not — I swear to God he does not," she said 
passionately. 

It was inexplicable, but Mr. Dumphy believed her, 

"But how will you explain thia to himl You can do 
nothing without him." 

" Why should he know more 1 If he has discovered 
this mine, it is his — free of any gift of mine — as inde- 
pendent of any claim of mine as if we were strangers. 
The law makes him the owner of the mine that he discov- 
ers, no matter on whose land it may be found. In person- 
ating bia sister, I only claimed a grant to the land. He 
has made the discovery which gives it its value! Even 
that sister," she added with a sudden flash in her eyes — 
"even that sister, were she living, could not take it from 

It was true ! This woman, with whose weakness he 
had played, had outwitted them all, and slipped through 
their fingers almost without stain or blemish. And in a 
way so simple! Duped as he had been, be could hardly 
restrain his admiration, and said quite frankly and heart- 
ilj;- 

" Good — that 's business ! " 

And then — ah me! this clever creature — this sharp 
adventuress, this Anonyraa Victrix, began to cry, and to 
beg him not to tell her husband .' 

At thia familiar sign of the universal feminine weakness 
Dumphy picked up his ears and arts again. 

"Where 's your proof that your husband is the first dis- 
coverer f " be said curtly, hut not unkindly. " Won't that 
paper that Dr. Devargea gave his sister show that the' 
doctor was really the discoverer of this Ic^d I " 
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"Yea; but Dr. IDevajgea is dead, and I hold the paper." 

"Good! " He took out his watch. "I 've five minutea 
more. Now look here. I'm not going to say that you 
haven't managed this thing well — you have! — and that 
you can, if you like, 'get along without me — you can! 
See! I'm not going to say that I went into this thing 
without the prospect of making something out of it myself, 
I have ! That 'b business. The thing for you to consider 
now is this: understanding each other as we do, couldn't 
you push thia thing through better with my help — and 
helping me — than to go elsewhere! Understand met 
You could find a dozen men in San Francisco who would 
make you as good an offer and better! But it wouldn't 
he to their interest to keep down any unpleasant reminders 
of the past as it would he mine. You understand t " 

Mrs. Conroy replied by extending her hand. 

"To keep my secret from every one — from him," she 
said earnestly. 

"Certainly — that's business." 

Then these two artful ones shook hands with a heartfelt 
and loyal admiration and belief for each other that I fear 
more honest folks might have profited by, and Mr. Dum- 
phy went off to dine. 

Ab Mrs. Conroy closed the front door, Oily came run- 
ning in from the hack piazza. Mrs. Conroy caught her in 
her arras and discharged her pent-up feelings, and, let us 
hope, her penitence, in a joyful and passionate embrace. 
But Oily stru^led to extricate herself. When at last she 
got her head free, she said angrily: — 

"Let me go. I want to see him." 

"Who — Mr. Dumphyl" asked Mrs. Conroy, still hold- 
ing the child, with a half-hysterical laugh. 

" Yes. Gabe said he was here. Let me go, I say I " 

"What do you want with him 1" asked her captor with 
ehrill gayety. 
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" Gabe says — Gabe says — let me go, will you ? Gabe 
says he knew '' — 

"Whomr' 

"My dear, dear sister Grace! There! I didn't mean 
to hurt you — but I must go ! '' 

And she did, leaving the prospective possessor of two 
and a half millions vexed suspicious, and alone. 



CHAPTER m 




HB. DUHPHY MEETS AN OLD FRIEND 

Peteh Dcmphy was true to his client, A few days 
after be had returned to San Francieco he dispatched a 
note to Victor, asking an interview. He had reasoned 
that, although Victor was vanquished and helpless regard- 
ing the late diacovery at One Horse Gulch, yet his com- 
plicity with Mrs. Conroy's earlier deceit might make it 
advisable that his recollection of that event should be 
effaced. He was waiting a reply when a card was brought 
to him by a clerk. Mr. Diimphy glanced at it impatiently, 
and read the name of "Arthur PoinseU." Autocrat as 
Dumphy was iri hia own counting house and busineaa 
circle, the name was one of such recognized power in Cali- 
fornia that he could not ignore its claims to his attention. 
More than that, it represented a certain respectability and 
social elevation which Dumphy, with all his skepticism and 
democratic assertion, could not with characteristic shrewd- 
neas afford to undervalue. He said, "Show him in," 
without lifting his head from the papers that lay upon his 
desk. 

The door opened again to an elegant- looking young 
man, who lounged carelessly into the awful presence with- 
out any of that awe with which the habitual business vis- 
itors approached Peter Dumphy. Indeed, it was possible 
that never hefore had Mr. Dumphy's door opened to one 
who was less affected hy the great capitalist's reputation. 
Nevertheless, with the natural ease of good breeding, after 
depositing his hat on the table, he walked quietly to the 
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fireplace, and stood with his back toward it with courteoiiB, 
but perhaps too indifl'erent patience. Mr. Dumphy was 
at last obliged to look up. 

"Busy, I see," yawned Poinsett, with languid polite- 
ness. "Don't let rae disturb you. I thought your nwn 
said you were disengaged. Must have made a mistake." 

Mr. Dumphy was forced to lay aside hie pen, and rise, 
inwardly protesting. 

"You don't know me by my card. I have the advan- 
tage, I think," contimied the young man with a smile, 
"even in the mere memory of faces. The last time I saw 
you was — let me see -^ five years ago. Yes! you were 
chewing a scrap of buffalo hide to keep yourself from 
Btarving." 

"Philip Ashley 1" said Mr. Dumphy in a low voice, 
looking hastily around, and drawing nearer the stranger. 

"Precisely," returned Poinsett somewhat impatiently, 
raising his own voice. "That was my nom de guerre. 
But Dumphy seema to have been your real name after all." 

If Dumphy had conceived any idea of embarrassing 
Poinsett by the suggestion of an atiae in his case, he conld 
have dismissed it after this half* contemptuous recognition 
of his own proper cognomen. But he had no such idea. 
In spite of his utmost efi'ort he felt himself gradually fall- 
ing into the same relative position — the same hnrable 
subordination he had accepted five years before. It waa 
useless to think of his wealth, of his power, of hia sur- 
roundings. Here in his own bank parlor he was submia- 
eively waiting the will and pleasure of this stranger. He 
made one more desperate attempt to regain his lost pres- 
tige. 

"You have some business with me, eh J Poinsett!" 
He commenced the sentence with a dignity, and ended it 
with a familiarity, equally inefficacious. 

"Of course," said Poinsett carelessly, shifting his lege 
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before the fiie. "Shoaldn't have called othenriee on a 
man of ench affaira at euch a time. You are IiitereGted, I 
hear, in a mine recently discovered at One Horse Gulch on 
the Rancho of the Blessed Innoceuts. One of my clients 
holds a grant, not jet confirmed, to the rancho." 

"WhoT" Baid Mr. Dumphy quickly, 

" I believe that is not important nor essential for jou to 
know until we make a formal claim," returned Arthur 
quietly, "but I don't mind satisfying your curiosity. It's 
Miss Dolores Salvatierra. " 

Mi. Dumphy felt relieved, and began with gathering 
courage and brusqueness, "That don't affect" — 

"Your mining claim; not in the least," interrupted 
Arthur quietly. " I am not here to press or urge any 
rights that we may have. We may not even submit the 
grant for patent. But my client would like to know some- 
thing of the present tenants, or, if you will, owners. You 
represent them, I think I A man and wife. The woman 
appears first as a spinster, assuming to be a Mies Grace 
Conroy, to whom an alleged transfer of an alleged grant 
■was given. She next appears as the wife of one Gabriel 
Conroy, who is, I believe, an alleged brother of the alleged 
Miss Grace Conroy. You'll admit, I think, it's a pretty 
mixed business, and would make a pretty bad showing in 
court. But this adjudicature we are not yet prepared to 
demand. What we want to know ia this — and I came to 
you, Dumphy, ss the man most able to tell us. Is the 
aiater or the brother real — or are they both impostors) 
Is there a legal marriage J Of course your legal interest 
is not jeopurdiKed in any event." 

Mr. Dumphy partly regained his audacity, 

"You ought to know — you ran away with the real 
Grace Conroy," he said, putting his hands in his pockets. 

"Did I? Then this ia not she, if I understand you. 
Thanks t And the brother" — 
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"Ib Gabriel Conioy, if 1 know the man," said Ihimphy 
ahuTtly, feeling that he had been entrapped into a tacit 
admission. "But why don't you satisfy yourself!" 

"You have been good enough to render it lonneceBBary," 
said Arthur, with a smile. " I do not doubt your word. 
I am, I trust, too much of a lawyer to doubt the witness 
I myself have summoned. But who is this woman 1 " 

"The widow of Dr. Devarges." 

"The Teal thing 1" 

"Yea, unless Grace Conroy should lay claim to that title 
and privilege. The old man seems to have been pratty 
much divided in his property and affections." 

The shaft did not apparently reach Aithiir, for whom it 
was probably intended. He only said, — 

"Have you legal evidence that she is the widow) If 
it were a fact, and a case of ili-treatraent or hardship, why 
it might abate the claim of my client, who is a rich woman, 
and whose sympathies are of course in favor of the real 
brother and real sister. By the way, there is another 
sister, isn't there 1" 

"Yes, a mere child," 

"That's all. Thank you, I sha* n't trespass further 
upon your time. Good-day." 

He had taken up his hat and was moving toward the 
door. Mr. Dumphy, who felt that whatever might have 
been Poinsett's motives in this interview, he, Dumphy, 
had certainly gained nothing, determined to retrieve him- 
self, if possible, by a stroke of audacity. 

"One moment," he said, as Poinsett was carefully set- 
tling his hat over his curls. "You know whether this 
girl is living or not. What has become of her I " 

"But I don't," returned Poinsett calmly, "or I should 

There was something about Poinsett's manner that pre- 
Tented Damphy from putting him in the category o£ " all 
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men," that both in his haste and his deliberation Mr. 
Dumphy was apt to aay "were liars." 

"When and where did you see her last) " he asked, less 
curtly. 

"I left her at a hunter's cabin near the North Fork 
while I went back for help. I was too late. A relief 
party from the valley had already discovered the other 
dead. When I returned for Grace she was gone — possi- 
bly with the relief party. I always supposed it was the 
expedition that succored you." 

There was a pause, in which these two Bcampa looked at 
each other. It will be remembered that both had deceived 
the relief party in reference to their connections with the 
unfortunate dead. Neither believed, however, that the 
other was aware of the fact. But the inferior scamp was 
afraid to ask another question that miglit disclose his own 
falsehood; and the question which might have been an 
embarrassing one to Arthur, and have changed his attitude 
toward Dumphy, remained unasked. Not knowing the 
reason of Dumphy's hesitation, Arthur was satisfied of hia 
ignorance, and was still left the master. He nodded care- 
lessly to Dumphy and withdrew. 

As he left the room he brushed against a short, thick- 
set man, who was entering at the aanie moment. Some 
instinct of mutual repulsion caused the two men to look 
at each other. Poinsett beheld a sallow face, that, in 
spite of its belonging to a square figure, seemed to have 
a consumptive look; a face whose jaw was narrow and 
whose lips were always half-parted over white, large, and 
protruding teeth ; a mouth that apparently waa always 
breathless — a mouth that Mr. Poinsett remembered as the 
distinguishing and unpleasant feature of some one vaguely 
known to him professionally. As the mouth gasped and 
parted further in recognition, Poinsett nodded carelessly 
in return, and, attributing his repulsion to that extraordi- 
nary feature, thought no more about it. 
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Not SO the new-comer. Ha glanced BUBpicioualy after 
Arthur and then at Mr. Dumphy, The latter, who had 
recovered liis presence of mind and hie old audacity, turned 
theui instantly upon him. 

"Weill What have you got to propose? " he said, with 
hia usual cuit formula. 

*' It is you who have something to say ; you Bent for me," 
said his visitor. 

" Yes. You left me to find out that there waa another 
grant to that mine. What does all this mean, Ramirez 1 " 

Victor raised his eyea and yellow fringes to the ceiling, 
and aaiil, with a shrug, — 

"Quien eabel there are grants and grants! " 

" So it seems. But I suppose you know that we have 
a title now better than any grant, — a mineral discovery." 

Victor bowed and answered with his teeth, " We, eh? " 

"Yes, I am getting up a company for her husband." 

" Her husband — good ! " 

Dumphy looked at his accomplice keenly. There was 
something in Victor's manner that was vaguely suspicious. 
Dumphy, who was one of those men to whose courage the 
habit of success in all things was essential, had been a 
little shaken by his signal defeat in his interview with 
Poinsett, and now became irritable. 

"Yes — her husband. What have you got to propose 
about it, eh? Nothing? Well, look here, I sent for you 
to say that as everything now is legal and square, you 
might as well dry up in regard to her former relations or 
your first Bcheme. You sabel" Dumphy became slangy 
as he lost his self-control. "You are to know nothing 
about Miss Grace Conroy," 

"And there is no more any sister, eh — only a wife!" 

" Exactly. " 

"So." 

"You will of course get something for these preliminary 
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fltepB of 70UT6, although you undeiBtand they have been 
tuielesa, and that your claim is virtually dead. . You ore, 
in fact, in no way connected with her present success. 
Unless — unless," added Ihimphy, with a gratuitous mal- 
ice that defeat had engendered, "unless jou expect Bome- 
thing for having been the means of making a match be- 
tween her and Gabriel." 

Victor turned a little more yellow in the thin line over 
his teeth. 

"Ha! ha! good — a joke," he laughed. "No, I make 
DO chaise to you for that; not even to you. No — ha! 
ha!" 

At the same moment, had Mr. Dumpby known what 
was passing in his mind, he would have probably moved 
a little nearer the door of his counting-room. 

"There 'a nothing we can pay you for but silence. We 
may as well understand each other regarding that. That 's 
your interest; it 's oura only so far as Mrs. Conroj's social 
atanding is concerned, for I warn you that exposure might 
seriously compromise you in a business way, while it would 
not hurt us. I could get the value of Gabriel's claim to 
the mine advanced to-morrow, if the whole story were 
known to-night. If you remember, the only evidence of 
a previous discovery exists in a paper in our possession. 
Perhape we pay you for that. Consider it bo, if you like. 
Consider also that any attempt to get hold of it legally ot 
otherwise would end in its destruction. Well, what do 
you say 1 All right. When the stock is issued I '11 write 
you a check; or perhaps you 'd take a share of stock 1 " 

"I would prefer the money," said Victor, with a pecu- 
liar laugh. 

Dumphy affected to take no notice of the sarcasm. 

"Your head is level, Victor," he said, returning to his 
papers. "Don't meddle with stocks. Good-day! " 

Viclor moved toward the door. 
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"By the way, Victor, '* said Dumphy, looking up calmly, 
"if you know the owner of this lately discovered grant, 
yoii might intimate that any litigation would n't pay. 
That 's what I told their counsel a moment ago.'' 

"Poinsett?" asked Victor, pausing, with his hand on 
the door. 

" Yes I But as he also happens to be Philip Ashley, — 
the chap who ran off with Grace Conroy, you had better 
go and see him. Perhaps he can help you better than I. 
Good-day. " 

And, turning from the petrified Victor, Mr. Dumphy, 
conscious that he had fully regained his prestige, rang his 
bell to admit the next visitor. 




ME. JACK HAMLIN TAKES A HOLIDAY 



For eome weeks Mr. Hamlin had not been well, or, as 
he more happily expreaaed it, had heen "off color." The 
celebrated Dr. Ducheetie, an ex-army Burgeon, after a care- 
ful diagnosis, had made several inquiries of Jack, ia a 
frank way that delighted Mr, Hamlin, and thea had said 
very quietly : — 

"You are not doing justice to your profession, Jack, 
Your pulse ia seventy-five, and that won't do for a man 
who habitually deals faro. Been doing pretty well lately, 
and having a good time, eh I I thought so! You've 
been running too fast, and under too high pressure. You 
must take these weights off the safety-valve. Jack — better 
take the blower down altogetber. Bank your fires and run 
on half steam. For the next two months I shall run you. 
Yon must live like a Christian." Ii t ng tl horror of 
Jack's face, he added hastily, "I n an g to b d before 
midnight, get np before you want t m and drink 

less, don't play to win, bore your If th j,hlj and by 
that time I'll be able to put yon ba k at th t table as 
strong and cool as ever. You u d t B ng, Jack; sit 
down at the piano and give me a taste of your quality. , . . 
There, that'll do; I thought so! You're out of practice 
and voice. Do that every day, for a week, and it will 
come easier. I have n't seen you stop and talk to a child 
for a month. What 's become of that little Iwot-hlack that 
you used to bedevil 1 I 've a devilish good mind to send 
you to a foundling hospital for the good of the babies and 
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yourself. Find out some poor ranchero with a, dozen chil- 
dren, and teach 'em singing. Don't mind what you eat, 
as long as you eat r^ularly. I 'd have more hopes of 
you, Jack, if I 'd dragged you out of Starvation Camp, in 
the Sierras, as I did a poor fellow six years ago, than 
finding you here in these luxurious quarters. Come ! Do 
as I say, and I '11 stop that weariness, dissipate that giddi- 
ness, get rid of that pain, lower that pulse, and put you 
back where you were. I don't like your looks. Jack, at 
all. I 'd huck against any bank you ran, all night." 

From which the intelligent reader will, I Lope and 
trust, perceive that this popular doctor's ideas of propriety 
resided wholly in his intentions. With the abstract mo- 
rality of Hamlin's profession as a gambler he did not med- 
dle; with his competency to practice that profession only 
was he concerned. Indeed, so frank was he in his expres- 
sion, that a few days later he remarked to a popular clergy- 
man, " I must put yoa under the same treatment as I did 
Jack Hamlin — do you know him? — a gambler and a 
capital fellow ; you remind me of him. Same kind of 
trouble — cured him as I will you." And he did. 

The result of which advice was that in two weeks Mr. 
Jack Hamlin found himself dreadfully bored and ennuy^, 
but, loyal to his trust with his physician, wandering in the 
lower coast counties. At Son Luis Key he attended a 
bullfight, and was sorely tempted to back the bull heavily, 
and even conceived the idea of introducing a grlszly bear, 
taking all the odds himself, but remembered his promise, 
and fled the fascination. And so the next day, in a queer 
old-fashioned diligence, he crossed the coast range, and 
drifted into the quiet Mission of San Antonio. Here he 
waa so done up and bored with the journey and the un- 
promising aspect of the town, that he quietly yielded his 
usual profane badinage of the landlord to his loyal hench- 
man and negro body-servant, Pete, and went to bed at the 
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solitary fonda, in the usual flea-infeeted bedroom of the 
Spanish California inn. 

"What does she look like, Pete?" said Jack languidly, 
Pete, who was familiar with hia master's peculiarities of 
speech, knew that the feminine pronoun referred to the 
town, and responded with great gravity, — 

"De fae' is, Mara Jack, dah don't peah to be much 
show heah foh you. Dey 's playin' three-card monte in the 
bah room, but 'taint no aquar game. It 'ud do you no 
good, it might jeas rile you. Dey 's a fass pinto boss 
hitched to a poss in de yard — a boss dat de owner don't 
fleein to understand nohow. If you was right smart agin, 
I might let you go down thar and get a bet outer some o' 
dem Greasers. But 't won't do nohow. Dey 's a kind o' 
Bchool — Sunday-school, I reckon — nex doah. Lota o' 
little children saying prayers, singin' and praisin' de Lord, 

"Whatday is this T" asked Jack, with sudden trepidation, 

"Sunday, sab." 

Jack uttered a plaintive groan and rolled over. 

"Give one of these children a quarter, and tell him 
there 'a another quarter waiting for him up here." 

"You won't get no child to fool wid dis day. Mars 
Jack, shuah. Dey 's bound to get licked when dey goes. 
Folks is mighty hard on dem boys, Sunday, sah; and it 'a 
de Lord's day. Mars Jack." 

Partly for the sake of horrifying hia attendant, who, 
notwithstanding his evil associations, was very devout. 
Jack gave way to violent denunciation of any system of 
theology that withheld children from romping with him 
any day he might select. 

"Open that window," he groaned finally, "and shove 
the bed alongside of it. That '11 do. Hand me that 
noyel, Tou needn't read to me to-day; you can finish 
that Volney's ' Euins ' another time." 




ME. JACK HAMUN TAKES A HOLIDAY 225 

It may be remarked here that it had been Jack's invalid 
habit to get Pete to read to him. As he had provided 
himself with such books as were objectionable to Pete, as 
they were always utterly iacomprehensible wlien filtered 
through his dialect, and as he always made the reader 
repeat the more difficult words, he extracted from thia 
diveraioa a delicious enjoyment, which Pete never auS' 
pected. 

"You can go now," he said, when Pete had arranged 
him comfortably. "1 sha' n't want you thia afternoon. 
Take some money. I reckon you won't find any church 
of your kind here, but if anybody interferes with you, jest 
lambaste him! If you can't do it, jest spot him, and I 
will!" {Mr. Hamlin never allowed anybody but himself 
to object to Ilia follower's religious tendencies.) "Have 
a good time, Pete! Don't tangle yourself up if you can 
help it. The liquor about here is jest pizen." 

With this parting adjuration Mr. Hamlin turned over 
and tried to devote himself to his book, Buf after reading 
a few lines the letters somehow got blurred and indistinct, 
and he was obliged to put the book down with a. much 
graver recollection of the doctor's warning than he bad 
ever had before. He was obliged to confess to a singular 
weariness and lassitude that had become habitual, and to 
admit that he had more pain at times than — as ho put it 
— "a man ought to have." The idea of his becoming 
blind or paralyzed dawned upon him gradually, at first 
humorously; wondering if he couldn't deal faro as well 
without the use of his legs, for instance, which were of no 
account to a man under the table; if there could not be 
raised cards for the blind as well as raised letters. The 
idea of feeliug a " pair " or a " flush " amused him greatly, 
and then he remembered more (ji'avely poor Gordon, who, 
becoming gradually paralyzed, blew his brains out. "The 
beat thing he could do," he soliloquized seriously. The 
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nUection, however, had left such a depressing effect apon 
his mind that the exaltation of liquor for a moment aeemed 
to be the proper thing for him ; but the next moment, 
lememhering his promise to the doctor, he changed his 
mind, and — with an effort — his reflections. 

For relief he turned his paling face to the window. It 
gave upon a dusty courtyard, the aoil of which was pulver- 
ized by the pawing of countless hoofs during the long, dry 
summer; upon a tiled roof that rose above an adobe wall, 
over which again rose the two square whitewashed towers 
of the mission church. Between these towers he caught 
a glimpse of dark green foliage, and beyond this the shin- 
ing eea. 

It was very hot and dry. Scarcely a wave of air stirred 
the curtains of the window. That afternoon the trade- 
winda which usually harried and bullied the little Mission 
of San Antonio did not blow, and a writhing weeping wil- 
low near the window, that whipped itself into trifling hys- 
terica on the slightest pretext, was surprised into a stony 
eilence. Even the sea beyond glittered and was breath- 
less. It reminded Jack of the mouth of the man he met 
in Sacramento at the hotel, and again had quarreled 
with in San Francisco. And there, absolutely, was the 
man, the very man, gazing up at the hotel from the shad- 
ows of the courtyard. Jack was instantly and illogically 
furious. Had Pete been there he would at once have sent 
an insulting message; but, while he was looking at him, 
a sound rose upon the air which more pleasantly arrested 
his attention. 

It was an oi^n. Kot a very fine instrument, nor skill- 
fully played; but an instrument that Jack was passionately 
fond of. I forgot to say that he had once occupied the 
position of organist in the Second Presbyterian Church of 
Sacramento, until a growing and more healthy public senti- 
ment detected an incongruity between his secular and Sun- 
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day occupations, and a prominent deacon, a successful 
liquor-dealer, demanded his resignation. Although he 
afterwards changed his attentions to a piano, he never en- 
tirely lost his old affections. To become the possessor of 
a large organ, to introduce it gradually, educating the 
public taste, as a special feature of a first-class gambling 
saloon, had always been one of Jack's wildest ambitions. 
So he raised himself upon his elbow and listened. He 
could see also that the adjacent building was really a recent 
addition to the old mission church, and that what appeared 
to be a recess in the wall was only a deeply embrasured 
window. Presently a choir of fresh young voices joined 
the organ. Mr. Hamlin listened more attentively; it was 
one of Mozart's masses with which he was familiar. 

For a few moments he forgot his pain and lassitude, and 
lying there hummed in unison. And then, like a true 
enthusiast, unmindful of his surroundings, he lifted his 
voice — a very touching tenor, well known among his 
friends — and joined in, drowning, I fear, the feebler pipe 
of the little acolytes within. Indeed, it was a fine sight 
to see this sentimental scamp, lying sick nigh unto dissolu- 
tion through a dissipated life and infamous profession, 
down upon his back in the dingy cuarto of a cheap Spanish 
inn, voicing the litanies of the Virgin. Howbeit, once 
started in he sang it through, and only paused when the 
antiphonal voices and organ ceased. Then he lifted his 
head, and, leaning on his elbow, looked across the court- 
yard. He had hoped for the appearance of some of the 
little singers, and had all ready a handful of coin to throw 
to them, and a few of those ingenious epithets and persua- 
sive arguments by which he had always been successful 
with the young. But he was disappointed. 

"I reckon school ain't out yet," he said to himself, and 
was about to lie down again, when a face suddenly appeared 
at the grating of the narrow window. 



Ml. Hamlin as suddenly became breathleBs, and the 
color roBe to hie pale face. He was very susceptible to 
female beauty, and the face that appeared at the grating 
was that of a very beautiful Indian girl. He thought, and 
was ready to swear, that he had never seen anything half 
so lovely. Framed in the recess of the embrasure as a 
shrine, it might have been a shadowed devotional image, 
but that the face was not so angeiically beautiful as it was 
femininely fascinating, and that the large deeply fringed 
eyes had an expression of bright impatience and human 
curiosity. From his secure vantage behind the curtain 
Mr. Hamlin knew that he coidd not be seen, and so lay 
and absorbed this lovely bronze apparition which his voice 
seemed to have evoked from the cold hronze adobe waU, 
And then, as suddenly, she was gone, and the staring sun- 
light and glittering sea beyond seemed to Mr. Hamlin to 
have gone too. 

When Pete returned at sunset, he was amazed and 
alarmed to find his master dressed and sitting by the win- 
dow. There was a certain brightness in his eye and an 
unwonted color in his cheek that alarmed him still more. 

"You ain't bin and gone done nuihn' agin de doctor's 
orders, Masr Jack ! " he began. 

" You '11 find the whiskey flask all right, unless yon 've 
been dippin' into it, you infernal old hypocrite," responded 
Jack cheerfully, accepting the implied suspicion of his 
servant, "I 've dressed myself because I 'm goin' to 
church to-night, to find out where you get your liquor. 
I 'm happy because I 'm virtuous. Trot out that Volney's 
'Ruins," and wade in. You're gettin' out o' practice, 
Pete, Stop. Because you 're religious, do you expect me 
to starve 1 Go and order supper first! Stop, Where in 
blank are you going? Here, you 've been gone three hours 
on an errand for me, and if you ain't runain' off without 
a word about it." 
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" Gone on an errand foh you, sah ! " gaeped the aston- 
ished Pete. 

"Yes! Didn't I tell you to go round and see what 
was ttie kind of religious dispensation here } " continued 
Jack, with an unmoved face. "Didn't I charge you par- 
ticularly to observe if the Catholic church was such as 
a professing Christian and the former organist of the Sec- 
ond Presbyterian Church of Sacramento could attend) 
And now I suppose I 've got to find out myself. I 'd bet 
ten to one you ain't been there at all ! " 

In sheer embarrassment Pete began to brush his master's 
olotheH with ostentatious and apologetic ddigence, and 
aaid, — 

" I 'se no Papist, Mara Jack, but if I 'd thought " — 

"Do you suppose I'm going to sit here without my 
supper while you abuse the Catfiolic Church — the only 
church that a gentleman" — but the frightened Fete was 
gone. 

The Angelus bell had just rung, and it lacked a full 
half hour yet before vespers, when Mr, Hamlin lounged 
into the old mission church. Only a few figures Imelt 
here and there, — mere vague, black shadows in the gloom. 
Aided, perhaps, more hy intuition than the light of the 
dim candles on the high altar, he knew that the figure he 
looked for was not among them ; and seeking the shadow 
of a column he calmly waited its approach. It seemed a 
long time. A heavy-looking woman, redolent of garlic, 
came in and knelt nearly opposite. A yellow vaquero, 
whom Mr. Hamlin recalled at once as one he had met ou 
the road hither, — a man whose Spanish profanity, incited 
by unruly cattle, had escited Jack's amused admiration, 
— dropped on his knees, and with equally characteristic 
volubility began a supplication to the Virgin, Then two 
or three men, whom Jack recognized as the monte-players 
of the fonda, began, as it seemed to Jack, to bewail their 
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losses in lachrymose accents. And then Mr, Hamlin, 
highly excited, with a pulse that would have awakened 
the greatest concern of hia doctor, became nervously and 
magnetically aware that some one else waa apparently wait- 
ing and anxious as himself, and had turned his head at 
the entrance of each one of the congregation. It was a 
figure Jack Lad at first overlooked. Safe in the shadow 
of the column, he could watch it without heing seen him- 
self. Even in the gloom he could see the teeth and eyes 
of the man he had observed that afternoon, — his old antag- 
onist at Sacramento. 

Had it been anywhere else Jack would have indulged 
his general and abatract detestation of Victor by instantly 
picking a quarrel with him. As it was, he determined 
upon following him when he left the church, — of venting 
on him any possible chagrin or disappointment he might 
then have, as an excitement to mitigate the unsupportable 
dreariiieas of the mission. The passions are not so exclu- 
sive as moralists imagine, for Mr. Hamlin was beginning 
to have hia breast filled with wrath against Victor, in pro- 
portion as his doubts of the appearance of the beautiful 
stranger grew stronger in his mind, when two figures 
momentarily darkened the church porch, and a rustle of 
ailk stole upon hia ear. A faint odor of spice penetrated 
through the incense. Jack looked up, and his heart 
stopped beating. 

It was she. As she reached the stall nearly opposite, 
she put aside her black veil, and disclosed the same calm, 
nymph-like face he bad seen at the window. It was dou- 
bly beautiful now. Even the strange complexion had for 
Jack a bewildering charm. She looked around, hesitated 
for a moment, and then knelt between the two monte- 
players. With an almost instinctive movement Jack 
started forward, as if to warn her of the contaminating 
contact. And then he stopped, hia own face crimsoned 
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with shame. For the first time he had douhted the moral- 
ity of his profession. 

The organ pealed out; the incense swam; the monoto- 
nous voice of the priest rose upon the close, sluggish air, 
and Mr. Jack Hamlin dreamed a dream. He had dispos- 
sessed the cold, mechanical organist, and, seating himself 
at the instrument, had summoned all the powers of reed 
and voice to sing the paeans — ah me ! I fear not of 
any abstract Being, but of incarnate flesh and blood. He 
heard her pure, young voice lifted bedide his; even in that 
cold, passionless commingling there was joy unspeakable, 
and he knew himself exalted. Yet he was conscious even 
in his dream, from his own hurried breathing, and some- 
thing that seemed to swell in his throat, that he could not 
have sung a note. And then he came back to his senses, 
and a close examination of the figure before him. He 
looked at the graceful, shining head, the rich lace veil, the 
quiet elegance of attire, even to the small satin slipper that 
'^tole from beneath her silken robe, — all united with a 
refinement and an air of jealous seclusion that somehow 
removed him to an immeasurable distance. 

The anthem ceased, the last notes of the organ died 
away, and the lady rose. Half an hour before, Jsfick 
would have gladly stepped forward to have challenged even 
a passing glance from the beautiful eyes of the stranger; 
now a timidity and distrust new to the msm took possession 
of him. He even drew back closer in the shadow as she 
stepped toward the pillar, which supported on its face a 
font of holy water. She had already slipped off her glove, 
and now she leaned forward — so near he could almost feel 
her warm breath — and dipped her long slim fingers into 
the water. As she crossed herself with the liquid symbol, 
Jack gave a slight start. One or two drops of holy water 
thrown from her little fingers had fallen on his face. 
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HAPFTI.Y for Mr. Hamlin, the yonng girl noticed nei- 
ther the effect of her unconscious baptismal act, nor itE 
object, hut moved away slowly to the door. As she did 
■o. Jack stepped from the shadow of the column, and fol- 
lowed her with eyes of respectful awe and yearning. She 
had barely reached the porch, when she suddenly snd 
swiftly turned and walked hurriedly back, almost brush- 
ing against Mr. H amlin Her beautiful eyes were startled 
and embarrassed, her scarlet lips parted and paling rapidly, 
her whole figure and manner agitated and discompoeed. 
Without noticing him she turned toward the column, and 
under the pretext of using the holy water, took hold of 
the font, and leaned against it, as if for support, with 
her face averted from the light. Jack could see her hands 
tighten nervously on the Btone, and fancied that her whole 
figure trembled as she stood there. 

He hesitated for a moment, and then moved to her aide; 
not audaciously and confident, as was his wont with 
women, but with a boyish color in hia face, and a timid, 
half -embarrassed manner. 

"Can I do anything for you, missT " he said falteringly. 
"Yon don't seem to be well. I mean you look tired. 
Sha'n't I bring yon a chair! It 's the heat of this hole — 
I mean it 's so warm here. Sha' n't I go for a glass of 
water, a carriage t " * 

Here she suddenly lifted her eyes to his, and hia Toica 
and presence of mind utterly abandoned him. 
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"It's nothing," she said, with a dignified calm, as sud- 
den and as alarming to Jack aa her previous agitation — 
"nothing," ahe added, fixing her clear eyes on his, with 
a look so frank, so open, and withal, as it seemed to Jack, 
80 cold and indiiferent, that hia own uaually bold glance 
fell beneath it, "nothing but the heat and clo^nesa; I am 

" Shall I " — began Jack awkwardly. 

"I want nothing, thank you." 

Seeming to think that her conduct required soma ex- 
planation, she added hastily, — 

"There was a crowd at tlie door as I was going out, and 
in the press I felt giddy. I thought some one — some 
man — pushed me rudely. I dare say I was mistaken." 

She glanced at the porch, against which a man was still 
leaning. 

The suggestion of her look and speech — if it were a 
suggestion — was caught instantly by Jack. Without 
waiting for her to finish the sentence, he stroda to the 
door. To hia wrathful surprise the lounger was Victor. 
Mr. Hamlin did not stop for explanatory speech. With 
a single expressive word, and a single dexterous movement 
of hia arm and foot, he tumbled the astonished Victor 
down the steps at one side, and then turned toward his 
late companion. But she had been equally prompt. With 
a celerity quite inconsistent with her previous faintness, 
she seized the moment that Victor disappeared to dart by 
him and gain her carriage, which stood in waiting at ths 
porch. But as it swiftly drove away, Mr. Hamlin caught 
one grateful glance from those wonderful eyes, one smile 
from those perfect lips, and was happy. What matters 
that he had an explanation — possibly a quarrel — on his 
hands] Ah me I I fear this added zest to the rascal's 
satisfaction. 

A hand was laid on his shoulder. He turned and saw 




234 DRIFTING 

the face of the furious Victor, ivith every tooth at 
heat, and panting with passion, Mr. Hamlin 
antly. 

" Why, I want to know 1 " he ejaculated, with an affec- 
tation of rustic simplicity, "if it ain't you, Johnny. Why, 
darn my skin! And this is your house ? You and St. 
Anthony in partnership, ehl Well, that gets mel And 
here I tumbled you off your own stoop, did n't II I might 
have known it was you hy the way you stood there. 
Mightn't I, Johnny!" 

"My name is not Johnny — Coram ha!" gasped Victoi 
almost beside himself with impatient fury. 

"Oh, it 's that, is itl Any relation to the Cardmbaa of 
Dutch Flatl It ain't a pretty name. I like Johnny bet- 
ter. And I wouldn't make a row here now, Mot to-day, 
Johnny; it 's Sunday. I 'd go home. I 'd go quietly home, 
and I 'd beat some woman or child to keep myself in train- 
ing. But I 'd go home first, I would n't draw that knife, 
neither, for it might cut your fingers, and frighten the 
folks around town. I 'd go home quietly, like a good nice 
little man. And in the morning I 'd come round to the 
hotel on the next square, and I'd ask for Mr. Hamlin, 
Mr, Jack Hamlin, Eoom No. 20; and I 'd go right up to 
his room, and I'd have such a time with him — such a 
high old time; I 'd just make that hotel swim with blood." 

Two or three of the monte-playera had gathered around 
Victor, and seemed inclined to take the part of their coun- 
tryman. Victor was not slow to improve this moment of 
adhesion and support. 

"Is it dogs that we are, my compatriots ! " he said to 
them bitterly ; " and he — this one — a man infamous ! " 

Mr. Hamlin, who had a quick ear for abusive and inter- 
jaculatory Spanish, overheard him. There was a swift 
chorus of "Caramba! " from the allies, albeit wholesomely 
restrained by something in Mr. Hamlin's eye which was 
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visible, and probably a suspicion of Bomething in Mr. 
Hamiin'e pocket which was not visible. But the remain- 
ing portion of Mr. Hamlin was ironically gracious. 

"Friends of yours, I suppose 1" he inquired affably, 
" ' Cardmbaa ' all of them, too ! Perhaps they '11 call with 
you J Maybe they haven't time and are in a hurry now) 
If my room is n't large enough, and they can't wait, 
there 'a a handy lot o' ground beyond on the next square 
— Plaza del Toros, ehl What did you say? I 'm a little 
deaf in this ear." 

Under the pretense of hearing more distinctly, Jack 
Hamlin approached the nearest man, who, I grieve to say, 
instantly and somewhat undignifiedly retreated. Mr. Ham- 
lin laughed. But already a crowd of loungers had gath- 
ered, and he felt it was time to end this badinage, grateful 
as it was to his sense of humor. So he lifted his hat 
gravely to Victor and his friends, replaced it perhaps ag- 
gressively tilted a trifle over his straight nose, and lounged 
slowly back to his hotel, leaving his late adversaries in 
secure but unsatisfactory and dishonorable possession of 
the iiold. Once in his own quarters, he roused the sleep- 
ing Pete, and insisted upon opening a religious discussion, 
in which, to Pete's great horror, he warmly espoused the 
Catholic Church, averring, with several strong expletives, 
that it was the only religion fit for a white man, and end- 
ing somewhat irreverently by inquiring into the condition 
of the pistols. 

Meanwhile V t had al taken leave of his friends. 

"He has fl 1 — th m t infamous!" he said; "he 
dared not remain and f e s ! Thou didst observe hia 
fear, Tiburciol It wa thy great heart that did it I" , 

"Eather he e gn d thee, my Victor, and hia heart [ 
was that of th y t 

"It was the Mexican nation, ever responsive to the 
appeal of manhood and liberty, that made his liver as 
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blanched as that of the chicken, " returned the gentleman 
who had retreated from Jack. " Let ob then celebrste this 

triumph with a little glaes." 

And Victor, wliu was anxious to get away from hia 
friends, and saw in tlie proapeL'tive aguardiente a chance 
for escape, generously led the way to the first wine-shop. 

It chanced to be the priiicijial one of the town. It had 
the generic quality — that ix, waa dirty, dingy, ill-smell- 
ing, and yellow with cigarette smoke. Ita walla were 
adorned by varioua prints — one or two French in origin, 
excellent in art, and defective in moral sentiment, and 
several of Spanish origin, infamous in art, and admirahje 
in religious feeling. It had a portrait of Santa Anna, and 
another of the latest succeasful revolutionary general. It 
had an allegorical picture representing the Genius of Lib- 
erty descending with all the celestial machinery upon the 
Mexican Confederacy. Moved apparently by the same 
taste for poetry and personification, the proprietor had 
added to his artistic collection a highly colored American 
handbill representing the Angel of Healing presenting a 
stricken family with a bottle of somebody's panacea. At 
the farther extremity of the low room a dozen players sat 
at a green-baize table absorbed in monte. Beyond them, 
leaning against the wall, a harp-player twanged the strings 
of his instrument, in a lugubrious air, with that singular 
Btidrineaa of touch and relitctancy of finger peculiar to itin- 
erant performers on that instrument. The card-players 
were profoundly indifferent to both music and performer. 

The face of one of the players attracted Victor's atten- 
tion. It was that of the odd English translator — the ias- 
cible stranger upon whom he had intruded that night of 
his memorable visit to Don Pedro. Victor had no difficulty 
in recognizing him, although his slovenly and Diligent 
working-dresB had been changed to his holiday antiqua 
black suit. He did not lift his eyes from the gout mtil 
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he had lost the fow silver coins ploceii iu a pile before him, 
when he rose grimly, and nodding brusquely to the other 
players, without speaking left the room, 

"He has lost five doUara — his regular limit — no more, 
no less," said Victor to his friend. "He will not play 
again to-night ! " 

" You know of him J " asked Vincente, in admiration of 
his companion's superior knowledge. 

"Si I" said Victor. "He is a jackal, a dog of the 
Americanos," he added, vaguely intending to revenge him- 
self on the stranger's former biusqueness by this deprecia- 
tion. " He affects to know our history, — our language. 
Is it a question of the fine meaning of a word — the shade 
of a technical expression J ^ it is him they ask, not, us! 
It is thus they treat ua, these heretics! Cardmba!" 

"Caramba!" echoed Vincente, with a vague patriotism 
superinduced by aguardiente. But Victor had calculated 
to unloose Vinceute's tongue for his private service, 

"It is the world, my friend," he said, sententiously. 
"These Americanos — come they here often)" 

" You know the great American advocate, — our friend, 
— Don Artnto Poinsett 1 " 

"Yes," said Victor impatiently. "Comes hel " 

" Eh I does he not ? " laughed Vincente. " Always. 
Ever. Eternally. He has a client — a widow, young, 
handsome, rich, eh? — one of his own race," 

"Ah! you are wise, Vincente!" 

Vincente laughed a weak spirituous laugh, 

"Ah! it is a transparent fact. Truly — of a verity. 
Believe me! " 

" And this fair client — who is she ) " 

"Doiia Maria Sepulvidal" said Vincente, in a drunken 
whisper, 

"How ia thiaT You said she was of his own race," 

"Truly, I did. She is Ameiicana. But it is years 
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^D. She was very young. When the Americans first 
came, she was of the first. She taught the child of the 
widower Don Jos<5 Sepulvida, herseK almost a child; you 
understand) It was the old story. She was pretty, and 
poor, and young ; the don grizzled, and old, and rich. It 
was fire and tow. Eh) Ha! Ha! The don meant to 
be kind, you understand, and made a rich wife of the little 
Americana. Hu was kinder than he meant, and in two 
years, (.]arH.niha! made a richer widow of the dona." 

If Vineente had not been quite thrown by his potations, 
he would have seen an undue eagernesB in Victor's mouth 
and eyes. 

"And she is pretty — tall and slender like the Ameri- 
cans, ehl — large eyes, a sweet mouth?" 

"An angel. Kavishing!" 

"And Don Arturo — from legal adviser turns a lover!" 

"It is said," responded Vineente, with drunken cunning 
and exceeding archness; "but thou and I, Victor, know 
better. Love comes not with a brief! Ehl Look, it is 
an old flame, believe me. It is said it is not two months 
that he first came here, and she fell in love with him at 
the first glance. Ahaurdo! Disparitado I Hear me, Vic- 
tor; it was an old flame; an old quarrel made up. Thou 
and 1 have heard the romance before. Two lovers not 
rich, ebl Good! Separation; despair. The senorita 
marries the rich man, eh ? " 

Victor was too completely carried away by the sugges- 
tion of his friend's speech to conceal his satisfaction. 
Here was the secret at last. Here was not only a clue, 
but absolutely the missing Grace Conroy herself. In this 
young Americana — this widow — this client of her former 
lover, Philip Ashley, he held the secret of three lives. In 
his joy he slapped Vincents on the back, and swore roundly 
that he was the wisest of men. 

I should have seen her — the heroine of this r 

my friend. Possibly, she was at massl" 
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" Possibly not. She is Catholic, but Don Arturo is not. 
She does not often attend when he is here." 

" As to-day 1 " 

"As to-day." 

"You are wrong, friend Vincente," said Victor, a little 
impatiently. "I was there; I saw her." 

Yincente shrugged his shoulders and shook his head 
with drunken gravity. 

"It is impossible, Senor Yictor, believe me." 

"I tell you I saw her," said Yictor excitedly. "Borra- 
chon! She was there! By the pillar. As she went out 
she partook of agua bendita. I saw her; large eyes, an 
oval face, a black dress and mantle." 

Yincente, who, happily for Yictor, had not heard the 
epithet of his friend, shook his head and laughed a con- 
ceited drunken laugh. 

"Tell me not this, friend Yictor. It was not her thou 
didst see. Believe me, I am wise. It was the Dona 
Dolores who partook of agua bendita, and alone. For 
there is none, thou knowest, that has a right to offer it to 
her. Look you, foolish Yictor, she has large eyes, a small 
mouth, an oval face. And dark — ah, she is dark ! " 

" * In the dark all are as the devil, ' " quoted Yictor im- 
patiently, " how should I know 1 Who then is she ? " he 
demanded almost fiercely, as if struggling with a rising 
fear. " Who is this Dona Dolores ? " 

"Thou art a stranger, friend Yictor. Hark ye. It is 
the half-breed daughter of the old commander of San Ra- 
mon. Yet, such is the foolishness of old men, she is his 
heiress! She is rich, and lately she has come into posses- 
sion of a great grant, very valuable. Thou dost under- 
stand, friend Yictor? Well, why dost thou stare 1 She 
is a recluse. Marriage is not for her; love, love! the 
tender, the subduing, the delicious, is not for her. She 
is of the Church, my Yictor. And to think that thou 
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didet mistake this aacetic, this nun, thin little btown nov- 
ice, this Doiia Dolores Salvatierra, for the little American 
coquette. Ha ! Ha ! It is worth the fee of another bot- 
tle 1 Ehl Victor, my friend! Thou dost not listen. 
Eh ? Thou wouldst fly, traitor. Eh I what 'a that thou 
sajst ! Bobo ! Dupe thyself ! " 

For Victor stood before him, dumb, but for that single 
epithet. Was he not a dupe 1 Had he not been cheated 
again, and this time by a blunder in hie own malice 1 If 
he had really, as he believed, identified Grace Coiitoy in 
this dark-faced devotee 'nbose name be now learned for the 
first time, by what diabolical mischance had he deliberately 
put her in possession of the forged grant, and so blindly 
restored her the missing property J Could Don Pedro have 
been treacherous ? Could he have known, could they all 
— Arthur Poinsett, Dumphy, and Julie Devarges — have 
known thia fact of which he alone was ignorant T Were 
they not laughing at him now ) The thought was mad- 

With a vague impression of being shaken rudely ofi' by 
a passionate hand, and a drunken vision of a ghastly and 
passionate face before him uttering words of impotent rage 
and baffled despair, Vincente, the wise and valiant, came 
slowly and araazedly to himself, lying over the table. But 
hia late companion was gone. 




CHAPTER VI 

AH EXPEBT 

A COLD, gray fog had that night stolen noiselessly in 
from the sea, and, after possessing the town, had appar- 
ently intruded itself in the long, low plain before the 
hacienda of the Kanoho of the Holy Trinity, where it 
sullenly lingered even after the morning sun had driven in 
its eastern outposts. Viewed from the mission towers, it 
broke a cold gray sea against the corral of the hacienda, 
and half hid the ivhite walls of the hacienda itself. It 
■was characteristic of the rancho that, under such condi- 
tions, at certain times it seemed to vanish entirely from 
the sight, or rather to lose and melt itself into the outlinea 
of the low foot-hills, and Mr. Perkins, the Englisli trans- 
lator, driving a huggy that morning in that direction, waa 
forced once or twice to stop and take his bearings anew, 
until the gray sea fell, and the hacienda again heaved 
slowly into view. 

Although Mr. Perkins's transformations were well 
known to his intimate associates, it might have been diffi- 
cult for any stranger to have recognized the slovenly drudge 
of Pacific Street, in the antique dandy who drove the 
^uggy. Mr. Perkins's hair was brushed, curled, and 
darkened hj dye. A high stock of a remote fashion en- 
compassed his neck, above which his face, whitened by 
cosmetics to conceal his high complexion, rested stiffly and 
expressionless as a mask. A light blue coat buttoned 
tightly over his breast, and a pair of close-fitting trousers 
strapped over his japanned leather boots, completed bis 
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remarkable ensemble. It was a figure well known on 
Montgomeiy Street after three o'clock — aeldom connected 
with the frouzy visitor of the Pacific Street den, and 
totally unrecognizable on the plains of San Antonio. 

It was evident, however, that thia figure, eccentric as it 
was, waa expected at the hacienda, and recognized as hav- 
ing an importance beyond ita antique social distinction. 
For when Mr, Petkina drew up in the courtyard the 
grave major-domo at once ushered him into the formal, 
low-studded drawing-room already described in these pages, 
and in another instant the Dona Dolores Salvatierra stood 
before him. 

With a reiined woman's delicacy of perception. Dona 
Dolores instantly detected under this bizarre exterior some- 
thing that atoned for it, which she indicated by the depth 
of the half-formal curtsy she made it. Mr. Perkins met 
the salutation with a bow equally formal and respectful. 
He waa evidently agreeably surprised at his reception, and 
impressed with her manner. But like most men of ill- 
assured social position, he was a trifle suspicious and on 
the defensive. With a graceful gesture of her fan, the 
doiia pointed to a chair, but her guest remained standing. 

"/ am a stranger to you, senor, but you are none to 
me," she said, with a gracious smDe. "Before I ventured 
upon the boldness of seeking this interview, your intelli- 
gence, your experience, your honorable report were already 
made known to me by your friends. Let me call myself 
one of these — even before I break the business for which 
I have summoned you," 

The absurd figure bowed again, hut even through the 
pitiable chalk and cosmetics of its complexion, an embar- 
rassed color showed itself. Dona Dolores noticed it, but 
delicately turned toward an old-fashioned secretary, and 
opened it, to give her visitor time to recover himsell 
Bhe drew from a little drawer a folded, legat-lookini; docu- 
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ment, anil then placing two chaira beside the secretary, 
seated herself in one. Thus practically reminded of his 
duty, Mr. Perkina could no longer decline the proffered 

"I suppose," said DoHa Dolores, "that my business, 
although familiar to you generally — although you are 
habitually consulted upon just such questions — may seem 
strange to you, when you frankly leam my motives. Here 
is a grant purporting to have been made to my — father — 
the late Don Jose Salvatierra. Examine it carefully, and 
answer me a single question to the best ol your judgment." 
She hesitated, and then added — "I.et me say, before you 
answer yes or no, that to me there are no pecuniary inter- 
ests involved, — nothing that should make you hesitate to 
express an opinion which you might be called upon legally 
to prove. That you will never be required to give. 
Your answer will be accepted by me in confidence; will 
not, as far as the world is concerned, alter the money 
value of this document — will leave you free hereafter to 
express a different opinion, or even to reverse your judg- 
ment publicly if the occasion requires it. You seem as- 
tounded, Senor Perkins. But I am a rich woman. I have 
no need to ask your judgment to increase my wealth," 

" Your question is " — said Mr. Perkins, speaking for 
the first time without embarrassment, 

"Is that document a forgery) " 

He took it out of her hand, opened it with a kind of 
professional carelessness, barely glanced at the signature 
and seals, and returned it. 

"The signatiires are genuine," he said, with business- 
like brevity ; then he added, as if in explanation of that 
brevity, "I have seen it before," 

DoSa Dolores moved her chair with the least show of 
uneasiness. The movement attracted Mr. Perkins's atten- 
tion. It was something novel. Here was a woman who 
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ttppearetl actually annoyed tLat Iier cliiim to a valuable 
property was valid. He Used Lis eyes upon her curiously, 

" Tlien you think it is a geuuine grant 1 " she said, with 
a Blight sigh. 

"Aa geQuine as any that receive a patent at Washing- 
ton," he replied promptly. 

"Ah! " said DoBa Dolores simply. The feminine inter- 
jection appeared to put a construction upon Senor Perkins's 
reply that both annoyed and challenged him. He assumed 
the defensive. 

"Have you any reason to doubt the genuineness of this 
particular document I " 

"Yea. It was only recently discovered among Don 
Josh's papers, and there is another in existence." 

SeSoc Perkins again reached out his hand, took the 
paper, examined it attentively, held it to the light, and 
then laid it down. 

" It is all right, " he said, " Where is the other ) " 

"I have it not," said Dona Dolores. 

Senor Perkins shrugged his shoulders respectfully as to 
Dona Dolores, but scornfully of an usbusiness-like ees, 

"How did you expect me to institute a comparison T" 

"There is no comparison necessary if that document is 
genuine," said the dona quickly. 

Senor Perkins was embarrassed for a moment. 

"I mean there might he some mistake. Under what 
circumstances b it held — who holds it T To whom was 
it given I " 

"That is a part of my story. It was gives five years 
apt to a Dr. Devarges — I beg your pardon, did you 
■)i«akt" 

SvRttr Perkins had not spoken, hat was staring with 
ftiin intoivsity at DoKa Dokne. 

" Vi.tu — s^il — Dr. Devaiges, " he rvpetttcd slowly. 
SAi yoa kaow himl** 
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It was DoEtt Dolores's turn to be embHrransed, She bit 
her lip and alightly contracted her eyebrows. For a 
moment they both stood on the defensive. 

"I have heard the name before," Mr. Perkins said at 
last, with a forced laugh. 

"Yes, it is the name of a distinguished savant," said 
Dona Dolores composedly. " Well — he is dead. But he 
gave this grant to a young girl named — named" — Dona 
Dolores paused as if to recall the name — "named Grace 
Conroy." 

She stopped and raised her eyes quickly to her compan- 
ion, but his face was unmoved, and his momentary excite- 
ment seemed to have passed. He nodded his head for her 
to proceed. 

"Named Grace Conroy," repeated DoHa Dolores, more 
rapidly, and with freer breath. "After the lapse of five 
years a woman — an impostor — appears to claim the grant 
under the name of Grace Conroy. But perhaps finding 
difficulty in carrying out her infamous scheme, by some 
wicked, wicked art, she gains the affections of the brother 
of this Grace, and marries him as the next surviving heir." 

And Dofia Dolores paused, a little out of breath, with 
a glow under her burnished cheek and a slight metallic 
quality in her voice. It was perhaps no more than the 
natural indignation of a quickly sympathizing nature, but 
Mr. Perkins did not seem to notice it. In fact, within the 
last few seconds his whole manner had become absent and 
preoccupied; the stare whicli he had fixed a moment before 
on Dona Dolores was now turned to the wall, and his old 
face, under its juvenile mask, looked still older. 

"Certainly, certainly," he said at last, recalling him- 
self with an effort. " But all this only goes to prove that 
the grant may be as fraudulent as the owner. Then you 
have nothing really to make you suspicious of your own 
claim but the fact of ita recent discovery 1 Well, that I 
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don't think need trouble you, Bemember your grant was 
given when lands were not valuable, and your late father 
might have overlooked it aa unimportant." 

He rose with a slight suggestiou in his manner that the 
interview had cloeed. He appeared anxious to withdraw, 
and not entirely free from the same painful pre-absorptioa 
that he had lately ehown. With a slight shade of disap- 
pointment in her face Dona Dolores also rose. 

In another moment he would have been gone, and the 
lives of these two people thus brought into natural yet 
mysterious contact would have flowed on unchanged in 
each monotonous current. But aa he reached the door 
he turned to ask a trivial question. On that question trem- 
bled the future of both. 

"This real Grace Conroy then, I suppose, has disap- 
peared, And this — Doctor — Devarges " — he hesitated 
at the name as something equally fictitious — "you say is 
dead. How then did this impostor gain the knowledge 
necessary to set up the claim J Who ia she ? " 

"Oh, she is — that ia — she married Gabriel Conroy 
under the name of the widow of Dr. Devarges. Pardon me! 
I did not hear what you said. Holy Virgin ! What is 
the matter I You are ill. Let me call Sanchez ! Sit here!" 

He dropped into a chair, hut only for an instant. Aa 
she turned to call assistance he rose and caught her by the 

"I am better," he said. "It is nothing — I am often 
taken in this way. Don't look at me. Don't call any- 
body except to get me a glass of water — there, that will 
do." 

He took the glass she brought him, and instead of 
drinking it threw back his head and poured it slowly over 
his forehead and face aa he leaned backward in the chair. 
Then he drew out a large silk handkerchief and wiped his 
face and hair until they were dry. Then he sat up and 
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faced her. The chalk and paint were off Ilia face, hia high 
stock had become unhuckled, he had unbuttoned his coat 
and it hung loosely over his gaunt tignre; his hair Heitiiied 
to have become suddenly bristling and bushy over liis red 
face. But he was perfectly self-poasaaBed, and hia voice 
had completely lost its previous embarrassnient. 

"Euah of blood to the head," he said quietly; "felt it 
coming on all the morning. Gone now. Nothing like 
cold water and sitting posture. Hope I did n't spoil your 
carpet. And now to come back to your business." Ha 
drew up hia chair, without the least trace of his former 
diffidence, beside Dona Dolores. "Let's take another 
look at your grant." He took it up, drew a small magni- 
fying glass from his pocket, and examined the signature. 
"Yes, yea! signature all right. Seal of the Custom 
House. Paper all regular." He rustled it in his fingers. 
"You're all right — the swindle is with Madame Devargea. 
There 's the forgery — there 'a this Bpnrioua grant. " 

"I think not," aaid Dona Dolores quietly. 

"WhyT" 

" Suppose the grant is exactly like this in everything, 
paper, signature, seal, andalL" 

" That proves nothing, " aaid Mr. Perkins quickly. 
" Look you. When thia grant was drawn — in the early 
days — there were numbers of these grants lying in the 
Custom Houae like waste paper, drawn and signed hy the 
governor, in blank, only wanting filling in by a clerk to 
make them a valid document. She — this impostor — this 
Madame Devargea, has had acceas to these blanks, as many 
have since the American Conquest, and that grant is the 
result. But she is not wise, no! I know the handwrit- 
ing of the several copyists and clerks — I was one myself. 
Put me on the stand. Dona Dolores — put me on the 
stand, and I '11 confront her as I have the others." 

"You foiget," aaid Dona Dolores coldly, "that I have. 
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no deeire to legally test this document. And if Spanish 
grants are eo easily made, why might not this one of mine 
be a fabrication 1 Vou say you know the handwriting of 
the copyiata — look at this." 

Mr. Perkins seized the grant impatiently, and ran his 
eye quickly over the interlineations between the printed 
portions. " Strange ! " he muttered. " This is not my 
own nor Sanchez; nor Ruiz; it is a new hand. Ah! 
what have we here — a correction in the date — in still 
another hand) And this — surely I have seen something 
like it in the office. But where!" He stopped, ran his 
fingers through his hair, but after an effort at recollection 
abandoned the attempt. "But why!" he said abruptly, 

— "why should this be forged!" 

" Suppose that the other were genuine, and suppose that 
this woman got poissession of it in some wicked way. 
Suppose that some one, knowing of this, endeavored by 
this clever forgery to put difficulties in her way without 
exposing her." 

" But who would do that ! " 

"Perhaps the brother — her husband. Perhaps some 
one," continued Dona Dolores embarrasaedly, with the 
color struggling through her copper cheek, "some — one 

— who — did — not — believe that the real Grace Conroy 
was dead or missing." 

"Suppose the devil! — I beg your pardon. But people 
don't forge documents in the interests of humanity and 
justice. And why should it be given to you ? " 

"I am known to be a rich woman," said Do5a Dolores. 
"I believe," she added, dropping her eyes with a certain 
proud diffidence that troubled even the preoccupied man 
before her, "I — believe — that is I am told — that I have 
a reputation for being liberal, and — and just," 

Mr, Perkins looked at her for a moment with undisguised 
admiration. 
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"But HUppoae," ho aaid, with a bitterness that seemed 
to grow out of that very contemplation, "suppose this 
woman, this adventuress, this impostor, were a. creature 
that made any such theory impossible. Suppose she were 
one who would poison the very life and soul of any man, 
— to say nothing of the man who was legally bound to 
her; suppose she were a devil who could deceive the mind 
and heart, who could make the very man she was betray- 
ing most believe her guUtleBS and sinned against; suppose 
she were capable of not even the weakness of passion; but 
that all her acta were shrewd, Belfish, pre -calculated even 
to a Bmile or a tear; do you think such a woman — 
whom, thank God! such as i/ou cannot even imagine — do 
you suppose such a woman would not have guarded against 
even this ) No! no!" 

"Unless," said Dona Dolores, leaning against the secre- 
tary with the glow gone from her dark face and a strange 
expression trembling over her mouth, "unless it were the 
revenge of some rival." 

Her companion started. 

"Good! It is so," he muttered to himself, "/would 
have done it. I could have done it. You are right, 
Dona Dolores." He walked to the window and then came 
hurriedly back, buttoning his coat as he did so, and rebuck- 
ling his stock. "Some one is coming 1 Leave this matter 
with me. I will satisfy you and myself concerning this 
affair. Will you trust this paper with mel " Dona Do- 
lores without a word placed it in his hand. "Thank 
you," he said, with a slight return of his former embarrass- 
ment, that seemed to belong to his ridiculous stock and 
his buttoned coat rather than any physical or moral quality. 
"Don't believe me entirely disinterested either," he added, 
with a strange smile. "Adios." 

She would have asked another question, hut at that in- 
stant the clatter of hoofs and sound of voicea arose from 
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the courtyard, and vith k fanrried bow he was gone. Tbm 
doai opeoed agsin almoet inetaDtly to the bright laiighii^ 
face and coquettish figure of Mrs. Sepulvida. 

"Well ! " said that little ladj, ae soon e£ she recoTcred 
her breath. "For a religiously inclined young person and 
a notoricma recluse, I must say yoii certaiiily huve more 
masculine .oompany than falls to the lot of the worldly. 
Here I ran acrosB a couple of fellows hanging around the 
casa OB I drove iip, and come in only to find you closet«d 
with an old eTquisite. Who was it — another lawyer, 
dear I I declare, it 's too bad. / have only one." 

"And that one is enough, eh t " smiled Dona Dolores, 
somewhat gravely, as she playfully tapped Urs. SepulTida'e 
fair cheek with her fan. 

"Oh, yes!" she blushed a little coquettishly — "of 
course ! And here I rode over, post haste, to toll you the 
news. But first, tell me who is that wicked, dashing- 
looking fellow outside the courlyard) It can't be the 
lawyer's clerk," 

"I don't know whom you mean; hot it is, I HuppoM,'* 
said Dona Dolores a little wearily. "But t«ll me the 
newB. I am aU attention." 

But Ura. Sepulvida ran to the deep embrasured window 
and peeped out. 

"It isn't the lawyer, for he is driving away in his 
buggy, ae if he were hurrying to get out of the fog, and 
my gentleman still remains. Dolores I" said Mrs. Sepul- 
tddenly facing her friend with an expression of 
mock gravity and humor, "this won't do! Who is that 
cavalier 1 " 

With a terrible feeling that she was about to meet the 
keen eyes of Victor, Dona Dolores drew near the window 
from the side where she could look out without being her- 
self seen. Her first glance at the figure of the stranger 
hei that her fears were unfounded: it was not 
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Victor. Eeassnred, she drew the curtain more boldly. 
At that instant the mysterious horseman wheeled, and she 
met full in her own the black eyes of Mr. Jack Hamlin. 
Dona Dolores instantly dropped the curtain and turned to 
her friend. 

" I don't know ! » 

"Truly, Dolores 1*» 

"Truly, Maria." 

" Well, I believe you. I suppose then it must be me / " 

Dona Dolores smiled, and playfully patted Mrs. Sepul- 
vida's joyous face. 

" Well, then ? '' she said invitingly. 

"Well, then," responded Mrs. Sepulvida, half in em- 
barrassment and half in satisfaction. 

" The news ! " said Dona Dolores. 

"Oh — well," said Mrs. Sepulvida, with mock delibera- 
tion, " it has come at last ! " 

"It has?" said Dona Dolores, looking gravely at her 
friend. 

"Yes. He has been there again to-day." 

"And he asked you?" said Dona Dolores, opening her 
fan and turning her face toward the window. 

"He asked me." 

" And you said " — 

Mrs. Sepulvida tripped gayly toward the window and 
looked out. 

" I said " — 

"What?'' 
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Aftee the visit of Mr. Pet«r Dumphy, One Horse 

GuJcb was not surprised at the news of any stroke of good 
iortune. It was enough that he, the great capitalist, the 
successful speculator, had been there ! The information 
that a company had been formed to develop a rich silver 
mine recently discovered on Conroy's Hill was received as 
a matter of coutee. Already the theories of the discovery 
were perfectly well established. That it was aimply a 
grand speculative coup of Dumphy's, — that upon a boldly 
conceived plan this man intended to build up the town of 
One Horse Gulch, — that he had invented "the lead" and 
backed it by an ostentatious display of capital in mills and 
amelting works solely for a speculative purpose; that five 
years before he had selected Gabriel Conroy as a simple- 
minded tool for this design; that Gabriel's two and one 
half millions was merely an exaggerated form of express- 
ing the exact wages — one thousand dollars a year — which 
was all Dumphy bad paid him for the use of hia name, 
and that it was the duty of every man to endeavor to real- 
ize quickly on the advance of property before this enor- 
moua bubble burst — this was the theory of one half the 
people of One Horse Gulch. On the other hand, there 
was a large party who knew exactly the reverse. That 
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the whole thing was pVLrely accidental; that Mr. Fetei 
Dumphy being called b; other buainesa to One Horse 
Gulch, while walking with Gabriel Conroy one day had 
picked up a. singular piece of ruck on Guhriel'B claim, and 
had said, " This looks like silver ; " that Gabriel Conroy had 
laughed at the Huggestiou, whereat Mr. Peter Dumphy, 
who never laugheJ, had turned about curtly and demanded 
in hie usual sharp business way, " Will you take aeventeen 
millions for all your right and title to this claim 1 " That 
Gabriel — "you know what a blank fool Gahe is I" — had 
assented, "and this way, sir, actually disposed of a prop- 
erty worth, on the lowest calculation, one hundred and 
fifty millions." This was the generally accepted theory 
of the other and more imaginative portion of One Horse 
Gulch. 

Howbeit, within the next few weeks following the advent 
of Mr. Dumphy, the very soil seemed to have quickened 
through that sunshine, and all over the settlement pieces 
of plank and scantling — thin blades of new dwellings — 
started up under that beneficent presence. On the bleak 
hillsidea the more -extensive foundations of the Conroy 
Smelting Works were laid. The modest boarding-house 
and restaurant of Mrs. Markle was found inadequate to the 
wants and inconsistent with the greatness of One Horse 
Gulch, and a new hotel was erected. But here I am an- 
ticipating another evidence of progress — namely, the 
daily newspaper, in which these events were reported with 
a combination of ease and elegance one may envy yet never 
attain. Said the "Times": — 

The Grand Conroy House, now being inaugurated, will 
he managed by Mrs. Susan Markle, whose talents as a chef 
de cuisine are as well known to One Horse Gulch as her 
rare social graces and magnificent personal charms. She 
will be aided by hei former aceomplished assietant, Miaa 



Sarah Clark. As haeli-Blinger, Sal can walk over anythmg 
ol her weight in Plumas, 

With these and other evidences of an improvement in 
public taste, the old baleful title of "One Horse Guleh" 
was deemed incongruous. It was proposed to change that 
name to "Silveropolis," there being, in the figurative lan- 
guage of the Gulch, "more than one horse could draw." 

Meanwhile, the nominal and responsible position of 
superintendent of the new works was iilled hy Gabriel, 
although the actual business and executive duty was per- 
formed by a sharp, snappy young fellow of about half 
Gabriel's size, supplied by the Company, This was in 
accordance with the wishes of Gabriel, who could not bear 
idleness; and the Company, although distrusting hia ad- 
ministrative ability, wisely recognized his great power over 
the workmen through the popularity of his easy democratic 
manners, and his disposition always to lend his valuable 
physical assistance in cases of emergency. Gabriel had 
become a great favorite with the men ever since they found 
that prosperity had not altered his simple nature. It was 
pleasant to them to be able to point out to a stranger this 
plain, unostentatious, powerful giant, working like them- 
seivea, and with themselves, with the added information 
that he owned half the mine, and was worth seventeen 
milliona! Always a shy and rather lonely man, hia wealth 
seemed to have driven him, by its very oppressiveness, to 
the society of his humble fellowa for relief. A certain 
deprecatorineas of manner whenever his riches were alluded 
to strengthened the belief of some in the theory that he 
was merely the creature of Dumpby's speculation. 

Although Gabriel was always assigned a small and insig- 
nificant part in the present prosperity of One Horse Gulch, 
it was somewhat characteristic of the peculiar wrongheaded- 
ness of this community that no one ever suspected his wife 
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of any complicity in it. It had been long since settled 
that her superiority to her husband was chiefly the femi- 
nine charm of social grace and physical attraction. That, 
warmed hy the aunahine of affluence, this butterfly would 
wantonly flit from flower to flower, and eventually quit 
her husband and One Horse Gulch for some more genial 
clime, was never doubted, "She'll make them millioiw 
fly ef she hez to fly with it," was the tenor of local criti- 
cism, A pity, not unmixed with contempt, was felt for 
Gabriel's apparent indiffoience to this prophetic outlook; 
his absolute insensibility to his wife's ambiguous reputa- 
tion was looked upon as the hopelessness of a thoroughly 
deceived man. Even Mrs. Markle, whose attempts to 
mollify OUy had been received coldly by that young woman, 
even she was a convert to the theory of the complete domi- 
nation of the Conroy household by this alien and stranger. 
But despite this baleful prophecy, Mrs. Conroy did not 
fly nor show any inclination to leave her husband. A new 
house was built, with that rapidity of production that be- 
longed to the climate, among the pines of Conroy's Hill, 
which on the hottest summer day still exuded the fresh 
sap of its green timbers and exhaled a woodland spicery. 
Here the good taste of Mrs. Conroy flowered in chintz, 
and was always fresh and feminine in white muslin cur- 
tains and pretty carpets, and here the fraternal love of 
Gabriel brought a grand piano for the use of Oily, and a 
teacher. Hither also came the best citizens of the county. 
Even the notabilities of the State, feeling that Mr. 
Dumphy had, to a certain extent, made One Horse Gulch 
respectable, soon found out also that Mrs. Conroy waa 
attractive; the Hon. Blank had dined there on the occasion 
of his last visit to his constituents of the Gulch ; the Hon. 
Judge Beeswinger had told in her parlor several of bis 
most effective stories. Colonel StArbottle's manly breast 
bad dilated over hei diah-coTers, and be had carried away 
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with him not only a vivid appreciation of her cLarros capa- 
ble of future eloquent expreseion, but an equally vivid 
idea of his own faacinatians, equally incapable of conceal- 
ment. Gabriel himself rarely occupied the house except 
for the exigencies of food and nightly shelter. If decoyed 
there at other timee by Bpecious invitations of Oily, be 
compromised by sitting on the back potcb in his shirt 
sleeves, alleging as a reason his leor of the contaminating 
influence of his short black pipe. 

"Don't ye mind me, July," he would say, when his 
epouee with anxious face and deprecatory manner would 
waive her native fastidiousness and aver that "she liked 
it." "Don't je mind me, I admire to sit out yer, I 'm 
a heap more comfortable outer doors, and alius waz. I 
reckon the smell might get into them curtings, and then 
— and then," added Gabriel, quietly ignoring the look of 
pleased expostulation with which Mrs. Conrny recognized 
this fancied recognition of her tastes, "and then Oily' a 
friends and t/iet teacher, not being round like you and 
me ailez and used to it, tke^ mightn't like it. And I 've 
heerd that the smell of nigger-head terbacker do git inter 
the strings of a planner and kinder stops the music. A 
planner 's a mighty cur'us thing. I 've heerd say they 're 
as dilikit and ailin' ez a child. Look in 'em and see 
them little strings a-twistin' and crossin' each other like 
the reins of a six-mule team, and it ain't no wonder they 
gets mixed up often." 

It was not Gabriel's way to notice his wife's manner 
very closely, but if he had at that moment he might have 
fancied that there were other instruments whose fine chorda 
were as subject to irritation and discordant disturbance. 
Perhaps only vaguely conscious of some womanish aullen- 
ness on his wife's part, Gabriel would at such times disen- 
himself as being the possible disorganizing ( 
away. His favorite place of resort i 
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former cabin, now tenantlesa and iu rapid decay, but which 
he had refuged to dispose of, eveu after the erection of hia 
two later dwelhnga rendered it an unnecessary and un- 
sightly encumbrance of hia laada. He loved to linger by the 
deserted hearth and smoke hia pipe in solitude, not from 
any sentiment, conscious or unconscious, but from a force 
of habit that was in this lonely man almost a^ pathetic. 

He may have become aware at this time that a certain 
growing disparity of sentiment and taste, which he had 
before noticed with a vague pain and wonder, rendered hia 
gradual separation from Oily a necessity of her well-doing. 
He had indeed revealed this to hex on several occasions 
with that frankness which was natural to him. He had < 
apologized with marked politeness to her music teacher, 
who once invited him to observe Olly's proficiency, by 
saying iu general terms that he "took no stock in chunes. 
I reckon it 'a about ez easy, Miss, if ye don't ring me in. 
Thet chile 's got to get on without thinkin' o' me — or my 
'pinion — allowin' it was wuth thinkin' on," Once meet- 
ing Oily walking with some older and more fashionable 
school friends whom she had invited from Sacramento, he 
had delicately avoided them with a sudden and undue con- 
sciousness of his great bulk, and his slow-moving intellect, 
painfully sensitive to what seemed to him to be the preter- 
natural quickness of the young people, and turned into 
a by-path. 

On the other baud, it is poasible that with the novelty 
of her new situation, and the increased importance that 
wealth brought to Oily, she had become more and more 
oblivious of her brother's feelings, and perhaps less per- 
sistent in her endeavors to draw him toward her. She 
knew that he had attained an equal importance among his 
fellows from this very wealth, and also a certain evident, 
palpable, superficial respect which satisfied her. With 
her restless ambition and the new life that was opening 
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before her, his slower o!d-faabioned methods, his absolute 
rusticity, — that day by day appeared more strongly in con- 
trast to his surroundings, — began to irritate where it had 
formerly only touched her senBibilities. From this irrita- 
tion she at last escaped by the unfailing processes of youth 
and the fascination of newer impressions. And ao, day by 
day and hour by hour, they drifted slowly apart. Until 
one day Mrs. Conroy was pleasantly startled by an an- 
nouncement from Gabriel that he had completed anange- 
menta to send Oily to boarding-school in Sacramento. It 
was understood, also, that this was only a necessary pre- 
liminary to the departure of herself and husband for a 
long-promised tour of Europe, 

As it was impossible for one of Gabriel's simple nature 
to keep hia plans entirely secret, Oily was perfectly aware 
of his intention, and prepared for the formal announce- 
ment, which she knew would come in Gabriel's quaint, 
serious way. In the critical attitude which the child had 
taken toward him, she was more or less irritated, as au 
older person might have been, with the grave cautiousness 
with which Gabriel usually explained that conduct and 
manner which was perfectly apjjarent and open from the 
beginning. It was during a long walk in which the pair 
had strayed among the evergreen woods, when they came 
upon the little dismantled cabin. Here Gabriel stopped. 
Oily glanced around the spot and shrugged her shoulders. 
Gabriel, more mindful of Olly's manner than he had ever 
been of any other of her sex, instantly understood it. 

"It ain't a purty place. Oily," he began, rubbing his 
hands, "but we 've had high ole times yer — you and me. 
Don't ye mind the nights I used to kem up from the gulch 
and pitch into mendin' your gownds. Oily, and you asleep 1 
Don't ye mind that — ar dress I copper-fastened!" and 
Gabriel laughed loudly, and yet a little doubtfully. 

Oily laughed too, but not quite so heartily as her bro- 
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ther, and cast her eyea down upon her own figure. Gabriel 
followed the direction of her glance. It was not pethapa 
easy to re-create in the figure before him the outni little 
waif who such a short time — such a long time — ago had 
sat at his feet in that very cabin. It woa not alone that 
Oily was better dressed, and her hair more tastefully ar- 
ranged, but she seemed in some way to have become more 
refined and fastidious — a fastidiousness that was plainly 
an outgrowth of something that she possessed but he did 
not. As he looked at her, another vague hope that he 
Iiad fostered — a fond belief that as she grew taller she 
would come to look like Grace, and bo revive the missing 
sister in his memory — this seemed to fade away before 
him. Yet it was characteristic of the unselfishness of hia 
nature that he did not attribute this disappointment to 
her alone, but rather to some latent principle in human 
nature whereof he had been ignorant. He had even gone 
so far as to invite criticism on a hypothetical case from the 
sagacious Johnson. " It 's the difference atween human 
natur and brute natur," that philosopher had answered 
promptly, "A purp 'a the same purp allez, even arter it 'a 
a grown dorg, but a child ain't — it 's the difference atween 
reason and instink." 

But Oily, to whom this scene recalled another circum- 
stance, did not participate in Grabriel's particular reminis- 
cence, 

"Don't you remember, Gabe," she said quickly, "the 
first night that sister July came here and stood right in 
that very doorl Lord! how flabergasted we was, to be 
sure! And if anybody 'd told me, Gabe, that she waa 
going to marry you — I 'd, I 'd 'a' knocked 'em down," she 
blurted out, after hesitating for a suitable climax. 

Gabriel, who in his turn did not seem to be particularly 
touched with Olly'a form of reminiscence, rose instantly 
above all sentiment in a consideration of the proprletiee. 
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"Ye should n't talk o' knockin' people down, Oily; it 
ain't decent for a young gal," he said quickly. "Not that 
I mind it," he added, with his usual apology,"but allowin' 
that some of them purty littJe friends o' yours or teacher 
now, should hear ye! Sit down for a spell. Oily. I've 
authin' to tell ye." 

He took her hand in his, and made her sit beside him 
ou the rude stone that served as the old doorstep of the 

"Maybe ye might remember," he went on, ligiitly lift- 
ing her hand in his, and striking it gently across his knee 
to beget an easy confidential manner, "maybe ye might 
remember that I allers allowed to do two things ef ever I 
might make a strike — one was to give you a good sclioolin' 
— the other was to find Grace, if so be as she was above 
the yearth. They waz many ways o' finding out — many 
ways o' aettin' at it, but they war n't -my ways. I alius 
allowed that ef thet child waz in harkeniii' distance o' the 
reach o' my call, she 'd hear me. I moiit have took other 
men to help me — men ez was sharp in them things, men 
ez waa in that trade — but I didn't. And why?" 

Oily intimated by an impatient shake of her head that 
she didn't know. 

" Because she wes that shy and skary with strangers. 
Ye diaremember how shy she was. Oily, in them days, for 
ye was too young to notice. And then, not bein* shy 
yourself, but sorter peart, free and promisskiss, ready and 
able to keep up your end of a conversation with anybody, 
and alius ez chipper as a jay-bird — why, ye don't kinder 
allow that fur Gracey as I do. And thar waa reasons why 
that purty chile should be shy — reasons ye don't nnder- 
fitand now. Oily, but reasons pow'ful and strong to such 
a child as thet." 

"Ye mean, Gabo," said the shamelessly direct Oily, 
"that she was baahful, hevin' ran away with hbr bo." 
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That perplexity which wiser students of human nature 
than Gabriel have experienced at the swift perception of 
childhood in regard to certain things left him speechless. 
He could only stare hopelessly at the little figure before 

"Well, wot did you do, GabeT Go on!" said Oily 
impatiently. 

Gabriel drew a long breath. 

" Thar bein' certing reasons why Gracey should be thet 
shy — reasons conaarning propperty o' her deceased pa- 
rients," boldly invented Gabriel, with a lofty ignoring of 
Olly's baser suggestion, "I reckoned that she should get 
the first word from me and not from a stranger. I kuowed 
she warn't in Californy, or ahe'd hev seen them handbills 
I issued five years ago. What did I dol Thar is a paper 
wot 'a printed in New York, called the ' Herald. ' Thar 
is a place in that thar paper whar they print notisses to 
people that is fur, fur away. They is precious words 
from fathers to their sons, from husbands to their wives, 
from brothers to sisters, ez can't find each other, from" — 

"From sweethearts to thar bo's," said Oily briskly; "I 

Gabriel paused in speechless horror. 

"Yes," continued Oily. "They calls 'em 'Personals.' 
Lord I I know all 'bout them. Gals get bo's hy them, 
Gabe!" 

Gabriel looked up at the bright, arching vault above 
him. Yet it did not darken nor split into fragments. 
And he hesitated. Was it worth while to go on ( Was 
there anything he could tell this terrible child — his own 
sister — which she did not already know better than he) 

"I wrote one o' them Pursonals," he went on to say, 
doggedly, "in this way." 

He paused, and fumbling in his waistcoat pocket, finally 
drew out a well-worn newspaper slip, and straightening it 
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with some care from it« multitudinous infoldings, read it 
slowly, and with that peculiar patronizing self-conscioua- 
nesa which distiuguishes the human animal in the rehearsal 
of its literary compositioD. 

£f 6. G. will communicate with BufTeriu' and anxious 
friende, she will confer a favor on ole Gabe. I will come 
and aee her, and Oily will rise up and welcome her. E£ 
G. C. is sick or don't want to come she will write to G. C. 
G. G. is some as usual, and so is Oily. All ie well. 
Address G. C, One Horse Gulch, Calif orny — till further 
notisa. 

"Kead it over again," said Oily. 

Gabriel did so readily. 

"Ain't it kinder mixed up with them G. Cat" que- 
ried the practical Oily. 

"Not for she," responded Gabriel quickly; "that's juat 
what July said when I showed her the FursonaL But 
1 Bed to her as I sea to you, it ain't no puzzle to Gracey. 
She knows ez our letters is the same. And ef it 'pears 
queer to atrangera, wot 's the oddal Thet 's the idee ov a 
Pursonal. Howaomever, it 's all right, Oily. For," he 
continued, lowering his voice confidentially, and drawing 
his aiater closer to his aide, "it 's bin anserdl " 

"By Grace 1" asked Oily. 

"No," said Gabriel, in some slight confusion, "not by 
Grace, exactly — that is — but yer 's the anser." 

He drew from his bosom a small charaoia-skin purse, 
such as miners used for their loose gold, and extracted the 
more precious alip. 

"Read it," he said to Oily, turning away his head, 

Olty eagerly seized and read the paper. 



G, C. — Look no more for the missing one who will 
never return. Look at home. Be happy. — F. A. 
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Oily turned the slip avei in her hands. 

" la that all 1 " she a^ked, in a higher key, with a rising 
indignation in her pink cheeks. 

"That's all," responded Gabriel; "short and shy — 
that 'a Gtacey, all over." 

" Then nil I got to say is it 'e mean 1 " said Oily, bring- 
ing her brown fiat down on her knee. "And that 's wot 
I'd say to that thar P. A. — that Philip Ashley — if I 
met him." 

A singular look, quite unlike the habitual placid, good- 
humored expression of the man, crossed Gabriel's face aa 
he quietly reached out and took the paper from Olly's 
hand. 

"Thet 'a why I 'm goin' off," he said simply. 

"Goin' off?" repeated Oily. 

"Goin' off — to the States. To New York," he re- 
sponded, "July and me. July aez — and she's a peart 
sort o' woman in her way, ef not o' your kind, Oily," he 
interpolated apologetically, "but pow'ful to ai^yfy and 
plan, and she allows ez New York 'ud nat'rally be the 
stampin' ground o' sich a bigh-toned feller ez him. And 
that's why I want to talk to ye, Oily. Thar 'a only two 
things ez 'ud ever part you and me, dear, and one on 'em 
ez this very thing — it 's my dooty to Gracey, and the other 
ez my dooty to you. Et ain't to be expected that when 
you oughter be gettin' your edykation you 'd be cavortin' 
round the world with me. And you '11 stop jer at Sacra- 
mento in a A-1 first-class school, ontil I eome back. Are 
ye hark'njn', dear? " 

"Yea," said Oily, fixing her clear eyes on her brother. 

"And ye ain't to worrit about nie. And it 'ud be as 
well. Oily, ez you 'd forget all 'bout this yer gulch, and 
the folks. Fur yer to be a lady, and in bein' thet brother 
Gabe don't want ennythin' to cross ye. And I want to 
say to thet feller, Oily, ' Ye ain't to jedge thia yer fara- 
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merlj by me, fur the men o' that fammedj gin'rally 
speakin' runs to size, and ain't, bo to apeak, strong np 
jer, ' " continued Gabriel, placing his hands on his sandy 
curls; '' ' but thar 's a little lady in school in Calif omy ez 
is jest what Gracey would hev bin if she 'd had the school- 
in'. And ef ye wants to converse with her she kin give 
you pints enny time. ' And then I brings you up, and natu- 
rally I reckon thet you ain't goin' back on brother Gabe 
— in 'stronomy, grammar, 'rithmetic, and them things. " 

" But wot 's the use of huntin' Grace if she says she 'U 
never return f '' said Oily sharply. 

''Ye musn't read them Pursonals ez ef they was square. 
They 're kinder conundrums, ye know — puzzles. It says 
G. C. will never return. Well, s'pose G. C. has another 
name. Don't you see ? ^* 

"Married, maybe," said Oily, clapping her hands. 

''Surely," said Gabriel, with a slight color in his cheeks. 
^^ Thet 's so." 

" But s'pose it does n't mean Grace after all f " persisted 
Oily. 

Grabriel was for a moment staggered. 

"But July sez it does," he answered doubtfully. 

Oily looked as if this evidence was not entirely satisfac- 
tory. 

" But what does * look at home ' mean ? " she continued. 

"Thet's it," said Gabriel eagerly. "Thet reads — 
* Look at little Oily — ain't she there ? ' And thet 's like 
Gracey — alius thinkin' o' somebody else." 

"Well," said Oily, "I '11 stop yer, and let you ga But 
wot are you goin' to do without me? " 

Gabriel did not reply. The setting sun was so nearly 
level with his eyes that it dazzled them, and he was fain 
to hide them among the clustering curls of Oily, as he held 
the girl's head in both his hands. After a moment he 
said: — 
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"Do ye want to know why I like this old cabin and 
this yer chimbly, Oily 1 " 

"Yea," Bflid Oily, whose eyea were also offeetad by the 
sun, aad who was glad to turn them to the object indi- 

" It ain't because you and me hez sot there many and 
many a day, fur that 'a suthin' that we ain't goin' to think 
about any more. It 's because. Oily, the first lick I ever 
struck with a pick on this bill was just yei. And I raised 
thia yer chimbly with the rock. Folks thinks thet it was 
over yonder in the slope whar I struck the silver lead, 
thet I first druv a pick. But it war n't. And I sometimes 
think. Oily, that I've had as much square comfort outer 
thet first lick ez I '11 ever get outer the lead yonder. But 
come, Oily, come ! July will be wonderin' whar you is, 
and ther's a stranger yonder comin' up the road, and I 
reckon I ain't ez fine a lookin' bo ez a young lady ez you 
ez orter to co-mand, Never mind. Oily, he need n't know 
ez you and me is any relasbuns. Come ! " 

la spite of Gabriel's precautionary haste, the stranger, 
who was approaching by the only trail which led over the 
rocky hillside, perceived the couple, and turned toward 
them interrogatively. Gabriel was forced to stop, not, 
however, without first giving a slight reassuring pressura 
to Olly'a hand. 

"Can you tell me the way to the hotel; — the Grand 
Conroy House I think they call it 1 " the traveler asked 
politely. 

He would have been at any time an awe-iu spiring and 
aggressive object to One Horse Gulch and to Gabriel, and 
at this particular moment he was particularly discomposing. 
He was elaborately dressed, buttoned, and patent-leather 
booted in the extreme limit of some bygone fashion, and 
had the added effrontery of spotless ruffled linen. As be 
addressed Gabriel he touched a tall black hat, sacred in 



266 THE VEIN 

that localitj to clergymen and gamblers. To add to 
Grabriere discomfiture, at the mention of the Grand Conroj 
House he had felt Oily stiffen aggressively under his hand. 
'' Foller this yer trail to the foot of the hill, and ye '11 
strike Main Street; that'll fetch ye thar. I'd go with 
ye a piece, but I 'm imployed," said Gabriel, with infinite 
tact and artfulness, accenting each word with a pinch of 
Oily' 8 arm, "imployed by this yer young lady's friends to 
see her home, and bein' a partikler sort o' fammerly, they 
makes a row when I don't come reg'lar. Axin' your par- 
ding, don't they, miss ? " and to stop any possible retort 
from Oily before she could recover from her astonishment, 
he had hurried her into the shadows of the evergreen pines 
of Conroy HilL 




CHAPTEK II 

TSAN6IEKT GUESTS AT THZ GBAND OONBO; 

The Grand Conroy Hotel was new, and had the i 
virtue of comparative cleanliness. As yet the odora of 
bygoDe dinners, and forgotten suppers, and long dismissed 
breaktaatB had not poascesed and permeated its halls and 
passages. There was no distinctive flavor of preceding 
guests in its freshly clothed and papered rooms. There 
was a certain virgin coyness about it, and even the active 
ministration of Mrs. Markle and Sal was delicately veiled 
from the public by the interposition of a barkeeper and 
Irish waiter. Only to a few of the former habitude did 
these ladies appear with their former frankness and infor- 
mality. There was a public parlor, glittering with gilt- 
framed mirrors and gorgeous with red plush furniture, 
which usually froze the geniality of One Horse Gulch, and 
repressed its larger expression; but there was a little sit- 
ting-room heyond sacred to the widow and her lieutenant 
Sal, where visitors were occasionally admitted. Among 
the favored few who penetrated this arcanum was Lawyer 
Maxwell. He was a widower, and was supposed to have 
a cynical distrust of the sex that was at once a challenge 
to them and a source of danger to himself. 

Mrs. Markle was of course fully aware that Mrs. Conroy 
had been Maxwell's client, and that it was while on a 
Tisit to him she had met with the accident that resulted 
in her meeting with Gabriel, Unfortunately Mrs. Markle 
was unable to entirely satisfy herself if there had been any 
pnriom acquaintance. Maxwell had declared to ber that 
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to the beat of hie knowledge there had been none, and that 
the meeting was purely accidental. He could do this 
without violating the confidence of his client, and it is fair 
to presume that upon all other matters he was loyally un- 
communicative. That Madame Devarges had consulted 
him regarding a claim to aome property was the only infor- 
mation he imparted. In doing this, however, he once acci- 
dentally stumbled, and apoke of Mrs. Devarges as " Grace 
Conroy." Mrs, Markle instantly looked up, 

"I mean Mrs. Conroy," he said hastily. 

"Grace — that was his sister who was lost — wasn't 
itJ" 

"Yes," replied Maxwell demurely, "did he ever talk 
much to you about herl " 

"No-o," said Mrs. Markle, with great frankness, "he 
and me only talked on gin'ral topics; but from what Oily 
used to let on, I reckon that sister was the only woman he 

Lawyer Maxwell, who, with an amused recollection of 
his extraordinary interview with Gabriel in regard to the 
woman before him, was watching her mischievously, sud- 
denly became grave. 

"I guess you '11 find, Mrs. Markle, that his present wife 
amply fills the place of his lost sister," he said, more seri- 
ously than he had intended. 

"Never," said Mrs. Markle quickly. "Not she — the 
designin', crafty hussy ! " 

"I ara afraid you are not doing her justice," said Max- 
well, wiping away a smile from his lips, after his charac- 
teristic habit; "but then it 's not strange that two bright, 
pretty women are unable to admire each other. "What 
reason have you to charge her with being designing 1" he 
asked again, with a sudden return of his former serious- 
ness. 

" Why, her raarryiu' him," responded Mrs, Markle 
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frankly; "look at that simple, sliy, bashful critter; do you 
suppose he'd marry her — marry any womBn — that didn't 
throw herself at his head, eh ! " 

Mrs. Markle's pique was bo evident that even a philoso- 
pher like Maxwell could not content himself with referring 
it to the usual weakuess of the sex. !No man cares to 
haye a woman exhibit habitually her weakness for another 
man, even when he posaeasea the power of reBtraining it. 
He answered somewhat quickly as he raised bis hand to his 
mouth to wipe away the smile that, however, did not come. 

"But suppose that jou — and others — are mistaken in 
Gabriel's character. Suppose all this simplicity and shy- 
ness is a mask. Suppose he is one of the most perfect 
and successful actors on or off the stage. Suppose he 
should turn out to have deceived everybody — even hia 
present wife ! " — and Lawyer Maxwell stopped in time. 

Mrs. Markle instantly fired. 

"Suppose fiddlesticks and flapjacks I I 'd as soon think 
o' suspectin' thet child," she said, pointing to the uncon- 
scious Manty, "You lawyers are alius suspectin' what 
you can't understand!" She paused as Maswell wiped 
his face again. "What do you mean anyway — why don't 
yer speak outi What do you know of himl " 

"Ob, nothing! only it 's as fair to say all this of him as 
of her — on about the same evidence. For instance, here 's 
a simple, ignorant fellow " — 

"Ho ain't ignorant," interrupted Mrs. Markle, sacrific- 
ing argument to loyalty. 

"Well, this grown-up child 1 He discovers the biggest 
lead in One Horse Gulch, and manages to get the shrewd- 
est financier in California to manage it for him, and that 
too after ho baa snatched up an heiress and a pretty woman 
before the rest of 'em got a sight of her. That may be 
simplicity; but my experience of guilelessness is that, ordi- 
narily, it isn't BO lucky." 
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"The; won't do him the least good, depend upon it," 
uid Mro. Harkle, with the air of triumphantly closing the 
argument. 

It ia very possible that Mrs, Markle's dislike was sus- 
tained and kept alive by Sal's more active animosity, i 
tlie strict espionage that young woman kept over the gen- 
eral movements and condition of the Conroys. Gal^el's 
loneliness, his favorite liauut on the hillside, the number 
and quality of Mrs. Conroy's visitors, even fragments of 
conversation held in the family circle, were all known to 
Sal, and re-delivered to Mrs. Markle with Sal's own color- 
ing. It is possible that most of the gossip concerning 
Mrs. Conroy already hinted at had its origin in the views 
and observations of this admirable young woman, who did 
not confine her confidences entirely to ber mistress. And 
when one day a stranger and guest, staying at the Grand 
Conroy House, sought to etdiven the solemnity of break- 
fast by social converse with Sal regarding the Conroys, she 
told him nearly everything that she had already told Mrs. 
Markle. 

I am aware that it ia alleged that some fascinating qual- 
ity in this stranger's manner and appearance worked upon 
the susceptible nature and loosened the tongue of this 
severe virgin; but beyond a certain disposition to minister 
personally to his wants, to hover around him archly with 
a greater quantity of dishes than that usually offered the 
transient guest, and to occasionally expatiate on the excel- 
lence of some extra viand, there was really no ground for 
the report. Certainly, the guest was no ordinary man; 
was quite unlike the regular habitues of the house, and 
perhaps to some extent justified this favoritism. He was 
young, sallow-faced, with very white teeth and skin, yel- 
low hands, and a tropical, impulsive manner, which Miss 
Sarah Clark generally referred to as "Eyetalian." I ven- 
ture to transcribe something of his outward oral expression. 
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"I care not greatly for the flapjack, nor yet for the 
dried apples, " said Victor, whom the intelligent reader has 
at once recognized, "but a single cup of coffee sweetened 
by those glances and offered by those fair hands — which 
I kiaa! — are to me enough. And you think that the 
Meestrees Conroy does not live happily with her husband ? 
Ah! you are wise, jou are wise, Mees Clark; I would not 
for much money find myself under these criticism, eh J " 

" Well, eyes beio' given to us to see with by the Lord's 
holy will, and it ain't for weak creeturs like us to misplace 
our gifts or magnify 'em," said Sal, in shrill, bashful con- 
fusion, allowing an underdone fried egg to trickle from the 
plate on the coat-collar of the unconscious Judge Bee- 
swinger, " I do say when a woman sez to her husband, ez 
she 'a sworn to honor and obey, ' This yer 's my house, 
and this yer 'a tny land, and yer kin git, ' thar ain't much 
show o' happiness thar. Ef it war n't for hearin' this 
with my own ears, bein' thar accidental -like, and in a 
BOgial way, I would n't hev believed it. And she allowin' 
to be a lady, and afeared to be civil to certain folks ez is 
ez good ez she and far better, and don't find it necessary 
to git married to git a position — and could hev done it 
a thousand times over ef so inclined. But folks is variona 
and self-praise is open disgrace. Let me recommend them 
beans. The pork, ez we altua kills ourselves fur the bene- 
fit o' transient guests, bein' a speciality." 

"It is of your kindness, Mees Clark, I am already fall. 
And of the pork I touch not, it is an impossibility," said 
Victor, showing every tooth in his head. " It is much 
painful to hear of this sad, sad affair. It is bad — and yet 
you say he has riches — this man. Ah I the what is the 
world. See, the great manner it has treated those I No, 
I will not more. I am suflioient now. Ah ! eh ! what 
have we here 1 " 

He lowered his voice and eyes as a stranger — the an- 
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tique dandy Grabriel had met on Conroy's hill the evening, 
before — rose from some unnoticed seat at a side table, and 
anconcemedly moved away. Victor instantly recognized 
the card-player of San Antonio, his former chance acquaint- 
ance of Pacific Street, and was filled with a momentary 
feeling of suspicion and annoyance. But Sal's sotto voce 
reply that the stranger was a witness attending court 
seemed to be a reasonable explanation, and the fact that 
the translator did not seem to recognize him promptly re- 
lieved his mind. When he had gone Sal returned to her 
confidences: ''Ez to his riches, them ez knows best hez 
their own say o' that. Thar was a party yer last week — 
gents ez was free with their money, and not above exchang- 
ing the time o' day with working folk, and though it ain't 
often ez me or Sue Markle dips into conversation with en- 
tire strangers, yet,'' continued Sal, with parenthetical tact 
and courtesy, '' Eyetalians, — furriners in a strange land 
bein' an exception — and them gents let on thet thet vein 
o' silver on Conroy's hill hed been surveyed and it waz n't 
over a foot wide, and would be played out afore a month 
longer, and thet old Peter Dumphy knowed it, and hed 
sold out, and thet thet 's the reason Gabriel Conroy was 
goin' off — jest to be out o' the way when the killapee 
comes. ** 

" Grabriel ! going away, Mees Sal ? this is not possible ! ^ 
ejaculated the fascinating guest, breathing very hard, and 
turning all his teeth in a single broadside upon the suscep- 
tible handmaid. At any other moment, it is possible that 
Sal might have been suspicious of the stranger's excite- 
ment, but the fascination of his teeth held and possessed 
this fluttering virgin. 

"Ef that ever waz a man ez had an angelic smile,'' she 
intimated afterwanls in confidence to Mrs. Markle, "it waz 
thet young Eyetalian.** She handed him several dishes, 
some of them empty, in her embarrassment, and rejoined 
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with an affectation of arch indignation, "Thank ye fur 
aayin' ' I lie,' — and it 's my pay fur bein" a. gosaip and ez 
good ez I send — but that 's Olympy Conroy packed away 
to aohool fur six montha, and thar's the new superinten- 
dent ez is come up to take Gabriel's situation, and ha 
a-sittin' in a gray coat next to ye a minit ago! Eh? 
And ye won't take nothin' more! Appil or cranbear' 
pie? — our own make? I'm afeerd ye ain't made out a 
dinner I " But Victor had already risen hurriedly and 
departed, leaving Sal in tormenting doubt whether she had 
not in her coquettish indignation irritated the tropical 
nature of this sensitive Italian. "I ortet allowed fur his 
bein' a furriner and not bin so free. Pore young man ! 
I thought he did Ink tuk back when I jest allowed that 
he said I lied." And with a fixed intention of indicating 
her forgiveneas and good- will the next morning by an extra 
dish, Sal retired somewhat dejectedly to the pantry. She 
made a point, somewhat later, of ditsting the hall in the 
vicinity of Victor's room, but was possibly disappointed to 
find the door open, and the tenant absent. Still later, she 
imparted some of this interview to Mrs. Markle with a 
certain air of fatigued politeness and a suggestion that, in 
the interest of the house solely, she had not repressed 
perhaps, as far as maidenly pride and strict propriety 
demanded, the somewhat extravagant advances of the 
stranger. "I'm sure," she added briskly, "why he kept 
a. lookin' and a talkin' at me in that way, mind can't con- 
save, and transients did notiss. And if he did go off mad, 
why, he kin git over it." Having thus delicately con- 
veyed the impression of an ardent Southern nature checked 
in its exuberance, she became mysteriously reticent and 
gloomy. 

It is probable that Miss Clark's theory of Gabriel's 
departure was not original with her, or entirely limited to 
her own experience. A very decided disapprobation of 
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(isbriel's iatended trip was prsTalent in tlie gnlclies and 
bftT'Toom. He quickly lost hia late and bcml-eanied popn* 
larit;; not a few queattoned his moral right to leave One 
Horee Gulch until its propertj was put beyond a Gnancial 
doubt in the futuie. The men who had hitherto ignored 
the proposition Ibat he was in any way responsihle for the 
late improvement in business, now openly condemned him 
for abandoning the position they declared he never bad. 
The " SiiveropoliB Messenger " talked vaguely of the danger 
of "changing superintendeote " at euch a moment, and 
hinted that the stock of the company would suffer. The 
rival paper — for it was found that the interests of the 
town required a separate and distinct expression — had 
an editorial on "absenteeism," and spoke crushingly of 
those men who, having enriched themselves out of the 
resources of One Horse Gulch, were now seeking to dissi- 
pate that wealth in the excesses of foreign traveL 

Meanwhile the humble object of this criticism, oblivions 
in his humility of any public interest in his movements oi 
intentions, busied himself in preparations for his depar- 
ture. He had refused the offer of a large rent for his 
bouse from the new superintendent, but had retained a 
trusty servant to keep it with a view to the possible return 
of Grace. "Ef thor mout ever come a young gal yer 
lookin' fur me," he said privately to this servant, "yer 
not to as any questions, partiklaly ef she looks sorter shy 
and bashful, but ye '11 gin ber the best room in the bouse, 
and send to me by igspress, and ye needn't say anythin' 
to Mrs. Conroy about it." Observing the expression of 
virtuous alarm on (he face of the domestic — she was a 
married woman of some comeliness who was not livii^ 
with her husband on account of his absurdly jealous dispo- 
sition — he added hastily, "She 's a young woman o' 
proputty ez hez troubil about it, and wishes to be kep' 
iecret; " and, having in this way thoroughly convinced his 
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handmaid of the vileness of his motives and the existence 
of a dark secret in the Conroy household, he said no more, 
but paid a flying visit to Oily, secretly, packed away all 
the remnants of his deceased mother's wardrobe, cut (God 
knows for what purpose) small patches from the few old 
dresses that Grace had worn that were still sacredly kept 
in his wardrobe, and put them in his pocket-book ; wan- 
dered in his usual lonely way on the hillside, and spent 
solitary hours in his deserted cabin; avoided the sharp 
advances of Mrs. Markle, who once aggressively met him 
in his long post-prandial walks, as well as the shy propin- 
quity of his wife, who would fain have delayed him in her 
bower; and so having after the fashion of his sex made the 
two women who loved him exceedingly uncomfortable, he 
looked hopefully forward to the time when he should be 
happy without either. 




IS WHICH MR. DUMPHY TAKEB A HOLIDAY 



It was a hot day on the Califorsia coaet. In the mem- 
ory ot the oldest American inhahitant its like had not been 
experienced, and although the teEtimony of the Spanish 
Californian was deemed untrustworthy where the intereats 
of the American people were concerned, the statement that 
for aisty years there had been no such weather waa accepted 
without question. The additional fact, vouchsafed by Don 
Pedro Feralta, that the great earthquake which shook 
down the walls of the Mission of San Juan Bautiste had 
been preceded by a week of such abnormal meteorology, 
waa promptly suppressed as being of a quality calculated to 
check immigration. Howbeit, it was hot. The usual 
afternoon trade-winds had pretermitted their rapid, pant- 
ing breath, and the whole coast lay, as it were, in the hush 
of death. The evening fogs that always had lapped the 
wind-abiaded surfaces of the hleak seaward hills were gone 
too; the vast Pacific lay still and glassy, glittering, but 
intolerable. The outlying sand dunes, unmitigated by 
any breath of air, blistered the feet and faces of chance 
pedestrians. For once the broad verandas, piazzas, and 
balconies of San Francisco cottage architecture were con- 
sistent and serviceable. People lingered upon them in 
shirt-sleeves, with all the exaggeration of a novel expe- 
rience. French windows, that had always been barred 
against the fierce afternoon winds, were suddenly thrown 
open; that brisk, energetic step, with which the average 
San Franciscan hurried to business or pleasure. 
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to an idle, purposeless lounge, The saloons were crowded 
with thirsty multitudes, the quaya and wharves with a 
people who had never before appreciated the tonic of salt 
air; the av en uee leading over the burning sand-hills to the 
ocean all day were thronged with vehicleB, The numerous 
streets and byways, abandoned by their great scavenger, 
the wind, were foul and ill-smelling. For twenty-four 
hours business was partly forgotten; as the heat continued 
and the wind withheld its customary tribute, there were 
some changes in the opioions and beliefs of the people; 
doubts were even eicpressed of the efficacy of the climate; 
a few heresies were uttered regarding business and social 
creeds, and Mr. Dumphy and certain other financial mag- 
nates felt vaguely that if the thermometer continued to 
advance the rates of interest must fall correspondingly. 

Equal to even this emergency, Mr. Dumphy had sat in 
his office all the morning, resisting with the full strength 
of his aggressive nature any disposition on the part of hie 
customers to succumb financially to the unusual' weather. 
Mr, Dumphy's shirt-collar was off; with it seemed to have 
departed some of his respectability, and he was perhaps, 
on the whole, a trifle less imposing than he had been. 
^Nevertheless, he was still dominant, in the suggestion of 
his short hull neck, and two visitors who entered, observ- 
ing the deshabille of tliis great man, felt that it was the 
proper thing for them to instantly unbutton their own 
waistcoats and loosen their cravats, 

"It 's hot," said Mr. Pilcher, an eminent contractor. 

"You bet!" responded Mr. Dumphy. "Must be awful 
on the Atlantic coast! People dying by hundreds of sun- 
stroke; that 'a the style out there. Here there 's nothing 
of the kind) A man stands things here that he couldn't 

Having thus reestablished the supremacy of the Califoi^ 
nia climate, Mr. Dumphy came directly to business. 



A. 
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"Bad news from One Horse Gulch!" he said quickly. 
A" that was the subject his visitors came to speak about — 
a fact of which Mr. Dumphy was fully aware — he added, 
sharply, " What do you propose ! '' 

Mr. Pilcher, who was a large stockholder in the Conioy 
mine, responded hesitatingly, " We 've heard that the lead 
opens badly." 

"D — n had!" interrupted Dumphy, "What do yon 
propose t " 

"I suppose," continued Mr. Pileher, "the only thing to 
do is to get out of it before the news becomes known." 

"No!" said Dumphy promptly. The two men stared 
at each other. "Nol" he continued, with a quick, ehort 
laugh, which was more like a logical expression than a 
mirthful emotion. "Ko, we must hold oo, sir! Look 
yer! there 's a dozen men as you and me know, that we 
could unload to to-morrow. Suppose we did 1 Well, 
what happens? They go in on four hundred thousand ^- 
that 's about the figures we represent. Well. They begin 
to examine and look around; them men, Pilcher" — (in 
Mr. Dumphy's more inspired moods he rose above consid- 
erations of the English grammar) — "them men want to 
know what that four hundred thousand 's invested in; they 
ain't goin' to take our word after we 've got their money 

— that's human nature — and in twenty-four hours they 
find they 're soldi That don't look well for me nor jaa 

— does it 1 " 

There was not the least assumption of superior honor or 
integrity — indeed, scarcely any self- consciousness or senti- 
ment of any kind, — implied in this speech, yet it instantly 
affected both of these sharp business men, who might have 
been suspicious of sentiment, with an impression of being 
both honorable and manly. Mr. Pilcher'a companion, Mr. 
Wyck, added a slight embarrassment to bis reception of 
these great truths, which Mr. Dumphy noticed. 



ME. DOMPHT TAKES A HOLIDAY 279 

"No," he went on; "what we rauat do ie this, In- 
CTeaBe the capital stock juet as much again. That will 
enable ua to keep everything in our bands — news and all 
— and if it should leak out afterwards, we have half a 
dozen others with us to keep the secret. Six months 
hence will be time to talk of selling; just now buying is 
the thing! You don't believe it! — eh? "Well, Wyck, 
I '11 take yours at the figure you paid. What do you say 1 

Mr. Wyck, more confused than appeared necessary, de- 
clared his intention of holding on] Mr. Ftlcher laughed, 
Mr. Dumphy baiked behind his hand. 

"That offer 'e open for ninety days — will you take it) 
No! Well, then, that's all!" and Mr. Dumpby turned 
again to his desk. Mr. Filcher took the hint, and drew 
Mr. Wyck away. 

" Devilish smart chap, that Dumphy 1 " said Pilcher, as 
they passed out of the door. 

"An honest man, by — !" responded Wyck. 

When they had gone Mr. Dumphy rang hia bell. 

"Ask Mr. Jaynes to come and see me at once. D — n 
it, go now. You must get there before Wyck does. Run ! " 

The clerk disappeared. In a few moments Mr. Jaynes, 
a sharp but very youthful- looking broker, entered the office 
parlor. 

"Mr. Wyck will want to buy back that stock he put in 
your hands this morning, Jaynes. I thought I 'd tell you, 
it 's worth fifty advance now! " 

The precocious youth grinned intelligently and departed. 
By noon of that day it was whispered that, notwithstand- 
ing the rumors of unfavorable news from the Conroy mine, 
one of the heaviest stockholders had actually bought back, 
at an advance of fifty dollars per share, some stock he had 
previously sold. More than that, it was believed that Mr. 
Dujiphy had taken advantage of these repotte, and wu 



secretly buying. In apite of the veather, for some few 
hours there had been the greatest eiicitemeDt. 

Possibly from some complacency arising from tbia, pos- 
sibly from some singular relaxing in the atmosphere, Mr. 
Dumphy at two o'clock ahook off the cares of business and 
abandoned himself to recreation, — refusing even to take 
ct^nizanee of tbe card of one Colonel Starbottle, -which 
was sent to him with a request for an audience. At half- 
past two he wiis behind a pair of fast horsee, one of a. car- 
riage-load of ladies and gentlemen, rolling over the scorch- 
ing sand-hills towards the Pacific, that lay calm and cool 
beyond. As the well-appointed equipage rattled up the 
Bush Street hill, many an eye was turned with envy and 
admiration toward it. The spectacle of two pretty womeo 
among the passengers was perhaps one reason ; tbe fact 
that everybody recognized in the showy and brilliant driver 
the celebrated Mr. KolHngstone, an able financier and rival 
of Mr. Uuraphy's, was perhaps equally potent. For Mr. 
EoUingstone was noted for his "turnout," as well as for 
a certain impulsive South Sea extravagance and picturesque 
hospitality which Dumphy envied and at timea badly imi- 
tated. Indeed, the present excursion was one of Mr. 
Kollingstone's famous fetes cbamp^tres, and the present 
company was composed of the i?lite of San Francisco, and 
made self-complacent and appreciative by an enthuaiastio 
Eeetern tourist. 

Their way lay over shifting sand dunea, now motionlesa 
and glittering in the cruel, white glare of a Califomian 
sky, only relieved here and there by glimpses of the blue 
bay beyond, and odd marine-looking buildings, like shells 
scattered along the beach, as if they had been cast up and 
forgotten by some heavy tide. Farther on, their road 
skirted the base of a huge solitary hill, broken in outline 
by an outcrop of gravestonea, sacred to the memory of 
worthy ploneera who had sealed their devotion to the 
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" healthiest climate in the world " with their lives. Occa- 
sionally these gravestones continued to the foot oE the hill, 
where, sttuggliiig with the drifting sand, they suggested 
a half-exhumed Pompeii to the passing traveler. They 
were the skeletons at the feast of every San Francisco plea- 
sure-seeker, the memento mori of every picnicking party, 
and were visible even from the broad verandas of the 
suburban pavilions, where the gay and thoughtless citizen 
ate, drank, and was merry. Part of the way the busy 
avenue was parallel with another, up which, even at such 
times, occasionally crept the lugubrious procession of hearse 
and mourning coach to other pavilions, scarcely less 
crowded, where there were "funeral baked meats," and 
sorrow and tears. And beyond this again was the gray 
eternal sea, and at its edge, perched upon a rock, and ris- 
ing out of the very jaws of the gushing breakers, a stately 
pleasure dome, decreed by some speculative and enterpris- 
ing San Francisco landlord, — the excuse and terminus of 
this popular excursion. 

Here Rollingstone drew up, and, alighting, led his party 
into a bright, cheery room, whose windows gave upon the 
sea. A few other guests, evidently awaiting them, were 
mitigating their impatience by watching the uncouth gam- 
bols of the huge sea lions, who, on the rocks beyond, 
offered a contrast to the engaging and comfortable interior 
that was at once pleasant and exciting. In the centre of 
the room a table overloaded with overgrown fruits and 
grossly large roses somewhat ostentatiously proclaimed the 
coming feast ! 

"Here we are!" said Mr. Dumpby, bustling into the 
room with that brisk, business-tike manner which his 
friends fondly believed was frank cheerfulness, "and on 
time, too!" he added, drawing out his watch, "Inside 
of thirty minutes — how's that, ehl" He clapped his 
DMTest neighbor on the back, who, pleased with this famil- 
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Urity from k man wortb five or six millions, did not stop 
U> conaider the value of this celerity of motion in a plea* 
sure excursion on a hot day. 

"Well!" said Eollingstone, looking around him, "jou 
all know each other, I reckon, ot wiU soon. Mr. Dum- 
phy, Mr. Poinsett, Mr. Pilcher, Mr. Dyce, Mr. Wycfc, 
Mrs. Sepulviilo, and Miss Rosey Ringround, geatlemen; 
Mr. and Mrs. Raynor, of Boston, There, now, that 'b 
through! Dinner 'a ready. Sit down anywhere and wade 
in. No formality, gentlemen, — this is California." 

There was, perhaps, some advantage in this absence of 
ceremony. The guests almost involuntarily seated them- 
selves according to their preferences, and Arthur Poinsett 
found hiiHself heside Mrs. Sepulvida, while Mr. Dumphy 
placed Miss Kinground — a pretty though hoy ish -looking 
blonde, slangy in speech and fashionable in attire — on his 
right hand. 

The dinner was lavish and luxutioue, lacking nothing 
but restraint and delicacy. There was game in profusion, 
fat but flavorless. The fruits were characteristic. The 
enormous peaches were blowzy in color and robust in fibre ; 
the pears were prodigious and dropsical, and looked as if 
they wanted to be tapped; the strawberries were over- 
grown and yet immature, — rather as if they had been 
arrested on their way to become pineapples; with the 
exception of the grapes, which were delicate in color and 
texture, the fruit might have been an ironical honoring by 
nature of Mr. Dumphy's lavish drafts. 

It is probable, however, that the irony was lost on the 
majority of the company, who were inclined to echo the 
extravagant praise of Mr. Eaynor, the tourist. "Wonder- 
ful! wonderful! " said that gentleman; "if I had not seen 
this I wouldn't have believed it. WTiy, that pear would 
make four of ours." 

"That's the way we do things here," returned Dumphy 
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with the Huggeatioa of being personally responsible for 
theae abnormal growths. He stopped suddenly, for he 
caught Arth\;r Poinsett's eye. Mr. Diimphy ate little in 
public, but he was at that moment tearing the wing of a 
grouse with his teeth, and there was something eo peculiar 
and characteristic in the manner that Arthur looked up 
with a sudden recollectiou in his glance. Dumphy put 
down the wing, and Poinsett resumed his conversation 
with Mrs. Sepulvida. It was not of a quality that inter- 
ruption seriously impaired; Mrs, Sepulvida was a charm- 
ing but not an intellectual woman, and Mr. Poinsett took 
up the lost thread of his discourse quite as readily from 
her eyes as her tongue. 

"To have been consistent, nature should have left a 
race of giants here," said Mr. Poinsett meditatively. "I 
believe," he added, more pointedly, and in a lower voice, 
"the late Don Jose was not a large man." 

"Whatever he was, he thought a great deal of me," 
pouted Mrs. Sepulvida. 

Mr. Poinsett was hastening to say that if "taking 
thought" like that could add a "cubit to one's stature," 
he himself was in a fair way to become a son of Auak, 
when he was interrupted by Miss Rosey ; — 

"What 's all that about big ratnl There are none here. 
They 're like the big trees. They don't hang around the 
coast much I You must go to the mountains for your 
Goliaths." 

Emboldened quite as much by the evident annoyance 
of her neighbor as the amused look of Arthur Poinsett, 
she went on: — 

"I have seen the pre-historic man! — the original ath- 
letic sharp ! He is seven feet high, is as heavy as a sea lion, 
and has shoulders like Tom Hyer. He slings an awful left. 
He 's got blue eyes as tender as a seal's. He has hair 
like Samson before that woman went back on him. He 's 
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u bnve as a lion and as gentle as a lamb. He blnshea 
like a girl, or as girls used to; I wish I could Gtart ap 
auch a color on even double the provocation." 

Of coiiree everybody laughed, — it was the usual tribute 
of Misa Kosey's apeech, — the gentlemen frankly and fairly, 
the ladies perhaps a little doubtfully and fearfully. Mra. 
Sepulvida, foUowing the amused eyes of Arthur, asked 
Misa Eoaey patronizingly where she had seen her phenome- 
non. 

"Oh, it's no use, my dear, positively — no use. He's 
married. These phenomena always get married. No, 1 
didn't see him in a circus, Mr. Damphy, nor in a menag- 
erie, Mr, Dyce, but in a girls' school." 

Everybody stared; a few laughed as if this weie an 
amusing introduction to some possible joke from Misa 

"I was visiting an old schoolmate at Madame Eclair'a 
Pension at Sacramento; he was taking his little sister to 
the same school," she went on coolly, "so he told me. 
I love my love with a G, for he is Guileless and Gentle. 
His name is Gabriel, and he lives in a Gulch." 

"Our friend the superintendent — I'm blessed," said 
Dyce, looking at Dumphy. 

"Yea; but not ao very guileless," said Pilchor, "eh, 
Dycel" 

The gentlemen laughed; the ladies looked at each other 
and then at Miss Ringround. That fearless young woman 
was equal to the occasion. 

"What have you got against my giant) Out with it!" 

"Oh, nothing," said Mr. Pilcher; "only your guileleae, 
simple friend has played the sharpest game on record in 
Montgomery Street." 

"Go on! " said Miss Bosey. 

"Shall 11" asked Pilcher of Dumphy. 

Dtunphy langhed hie short laugh. "Go on." 
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Thus supported, Mr. Pilcher assumed the ease of a 
graceful raconteur. 

"Misa Rosey's guileless friend, ladies and gentlemen, 
is the superintendent and sharelioldet in a certain valuable 
silver mine in which Bumphy is largely represented. Be- 
ing about to leave the country, and anxious to realize on, 
bis stock, be contracted for the sale of a hundred shares at 
one thousand dollars each, with our friend Mr. Dyce, the 
stocks to be delivered on a certain date — ten days ago. 
Instead of the stock, that day comes a letter from Conroy, 
— a wonderful piece of art, — simple, ill-spelled, and un- 
buain ess- like, saying that iu consequence of recent disap- 
pointment in the character and extent of the lead, be shall 
not hold Dyce to bis contract, but will release him. Dyce, 
who bas already sold that identical stock at a pretty profit, 
rushes off to Dumphy's broker, and finds two hundred 
fiharea held at twelve hundred dollars. Dyce smells a 
large-sized rat, writes that be shall hold Gabriel to the 
performance of bis contract, makes him hand over the 
stock, delivers it in time, and then loads up again with 
the broker's two hundred at twelve hundred dollars for a. 
rise. That rise don't come — won't come — for that sale 
was Gabriel's too — as Dumpby can tell you. There's 
guilelessness ! There's simplicity! And it cleared a. hun- 
dred thousand by the operation." 

Of the party none laughed more heartily than Arthur 
Poinsett. Without analyzing his feelings he was conscious 
of being greatly relieved by this positive evidence of Ga- 
briel's shrewdness. And when Mrs. Sepulvida touched 
bis elbow, and asked if this were not tbe squatter who 
held the forged grant, Arthur, without being conscious of 
any special meanness, could not help replying with uonec- 
essary significance that it was. 

"I believe tbe whole dreadful story that Dona Dolores 
told me," said she; "bow be married the woman who per- 
aonated bis sister, and all that, — the deceitful wretch," 



"I've got that letter here," continued Mr. Pflcher, 
drawing from his pocket a folded sheet of letter paper. 
" It 's a curiosity. If you M like to see the documentary 
evidence of yuur friend's guilelessness, here it is," he 
added, turning to Miss Einground. 

MiBB Kosey took the paper defiantly, and unfolded it, 
as the others gathered round her, Mr. Dumphy availing 
himself of that opportunity to lean familiarly orer the arm 
of her chair. The letter was written with that timid, 
uncertain ink, peculiar to the illiterate effort, and sugges- 
tive of an occasional sucking of the pen in intervals of 
abstraction or difficult composition. Saving that chatac- 
terlBtic, it ia reproduced literally below : — 

1, Hoss Gulch, Argus the 10th. 
Dear Sir, — On account of thar heving ben had Luck 
in the Leed witch has droped, I rite thes few Hub hopping 
you ait Well, I have to say we are disapinted in the 
Leed, it is not wut we tbougt it was witch is wy I rite 
thea few lina. now sir purhepa you ixpict me to go on with 
our contrak, and furniss you with 100 ahars at 1 Thouein 
dolls pur ahar. It issint wuth no 1 Thousin dols pur 
ahar, far frummit. No air, it issint, witch is wy I rito 
you thea few lina, and it Woddent be Rite nor squar for 
me to tak it. This ia to let you off Mister Dyce, and 
hopin it ant no trubbil to ye, fur I ehuddint sell atal 
things lookin this bad it not bein rite nor aquar, and 
hevin tor up the contrak atween you and me. So no more 
at pressen from yours respectfuly. 

G. CONBOY. 

P. S, — You might mind my sayin to you about my 
eieter witch is loss sens 1849. If you happind to corn 
acrost any Traks of hers, me bein' away, you can send the 
sam to me in Care of Weis Farko & Co., New York Citty, 
witch is a grate favor and will be pade sure. 

G. C. 
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"I don't oare what you My, that's an honest letter," 
said Misa Koaey, with a certam decision of character new 
to the experience of her friends ; "as honeet and simple as 
ever was written. You can bet your pile on that." 

Ko one spoke, but the smile of patronizing superiority 
and chivalrous toleration was exchanged by all the gentle- 
men except Poinsett. Mr. Dumphy added to hia smile his 
short characteristic bark. At the reference to the writer's 
sister, Mrs. Sepulvida shrugged her pretty shoulders and 
looked doubtingly at Poinsett. But to her great astonish- 
ment that gentleman reached across the table, took the 
letter, and having glanced over it, said positively, "You 
are right, Miss Kosey, it is genuine." 

It was characteristic of Poinsett's inconsistency that 
this statement was as sincere as his previous assent to the 
popular suspicion. When he took the letter in his hand, 
he at once detected the evident sincerity of its writer, and 
as quickly recognized the quaint honesty and simple nature 
of the man ho had known. It was Gabriel Conroy, all 
over. More than that, he even recalled an odd memory of 
Grace in this frank directness and utter unselfishness of the 
brother who so plainly had never forgotten her. That all 
this might be even reconcilable with the fact of hia mar- 
riage to the woman who had personated the sister, Arthur 
easily comprehended. But that it was his own duty, 
after he had impugned Gabriel's character, to make any 
personal effort to clear it, was not so plain. Nevertheless, 
he did not answer Mrs. Sepulvida's look, but walked 
gravely to the window, and looked out upon the sea. Mr. 
Dumphy, who, with the instincts of jealousy, saw in Poin- 
sett's remark only a desire to ingratiate himself with Miss 
Eosey, was quick to follow his lead. 

"It 'a a clear case of quien sabe anyway," he said to the 
young lady, "and maybe you're right Joe, pass the 
champagne, " 
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Dyce and Pilcher looked up inqniringly at their leader, 
who glanced meaningly towards the open-mouthed Mr. 
Baynor, whose astonishment at this sudden change in 
puhlic sentiment was unbounded. 

"But look here," said that gentleman, ''Uess my soul! 
if this letter is genuine, your friends here — these gentle- 
men — have lost a hundred thousand dollars! Don't you 
Beef If this news is true, and this man's information is 
correct, the stock really is n't worth " — 

He was interrupted by a laugh from Messrs. Dyce and 
Pilcher. 

''That 's so. It would be a devilish good thing on 
Dyce! " said the latter good-humoredly. "And as I 'm in 
myself about as much again, I reckon I should take the 
joke about as well as he." 

"But," continued the mystified Mr. Raynor, "do you 
really mean to say that you have any idea this news is 
true 1 " 

Yes," responded Pilcher coolly. 

Yes," echoed Dyce, with equal serenity. 

"You do?" 

"We do." 

The astonished tourist looked from the one to the other 
with undisguised wonder and admiration, and then turned 
to his wife. Had she heard it 1 Did she fully compre- 
hend that here were men accepting and considering an 
actual and present loss of nearly a quarter of a million of 
dollars as quietly and indifferently as if it were a postage 
stamp 1 What superb coolness ! What magnificent indif- 
ference ! What supreme and royal confidence in their own 
resources ! Was this not a country of gods 1 All of which 
was delivered in a voice that, although pitched to the key 
of matrimonial confidence, was still entirely audible to the 
gods themselves. 

"Yes, gentlemen," continued Pilcher; "it 's the fortune 
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MR. DUMPHY TAKES A HOLIDAY 

of war. T'other man's turn to-day, oura 

Can't afford time to be sorry in thia climate. A man 'e 

born again here every day. Move along and pass the 

bottle." 

What waa that) 

Nothing, apparently, but a rattling of windowa and ahak- 
ing of the glasses, — the effect of a passing carriage or chil- 
dren running on the piazza without. B\it why had they 
all riaon with a common instioct, and with faces bloodless 
and eyea fixed in horrible expectancy 1 These were the 
questions which Mr. and Mrs. Eaynor asked themselves 
hurriedly, unconscious of danger, yet with a vague sense 
of alarm at the terror so plainly marked upon the counte- 
nances of these strange, self-poised people, who, a moment 
before, had seemed the incarnation of reckless self-confi- 
dence, and inaccessible to the ordinary annoyances of mor- 
tals. And why were these other pleasure -seekers rushing 
by the windowa, and was not that a lady fainting in the 
hall ? Arthur was the first to speak and tacitly answer 
the unasked question. 

"It waa from east to west," he said, with a coolness 
that he felt waa affected, and a smile that he knew waa 
not mirthful. "It's over now, I think." He turned to 
Mrs. Sepnlvida, who waa very white. "You are not 
frightened 1 Surely this is nothing new to you? Let me 
help you to a glass of wine." 

Mrs. Sepulvida took it with a hysterical little laugh. 
Mrs. Raynor, who was now conscious of a slight feeling of 
nausea, did not object to the same courtesy from Mr. 
Pilcher, whoae hand shook visibly as he lifted the cham- 
pagne. Mr. Dumphy returned from the doorway, in 
which, to his own and everybody's surprise, he waa found 
standing, and took his place at Mias Bosey'a aide. The 
young woman was firat to recover her reckless hilarity. 

"It was a judgment on you for slandering nature's no- 
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Uest spedmeiiy'' she said, shaking her finger at the capi- 
talist. 

Mr. Bollingstone, who had returned to the head of his 
table, laughed. 

"But what was itf gasped Mr. Baynor, making him- 
self at last heard above the somewhat pronounced gajety of 
the party. 

"An earthquake,'' said Arthur quietly. 
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" An earthquake 1 " echoed Mr. Rollingstone, chear- 
fully, to his giiasta. "Now you've had about everything 
we have to show. Don't be alarmed, madam," he contin- 
ued to Mrs. Raynor, who was begiuniag to show Hymptoioa 
of hysteria, "nobody ever was hurt by 'em." 

"In two hundred yeara there haan't been aa many per- 
sons killed by earthquakes in California as are struck by 
lightning on your coast in a single summer," said Mr. 
Dumphy. 

"Never have 'em any stronger than thiB," said TVfr . 
Pilcher, with a comforting suggestion of there being an 
absolute limitation of nature's freaks on the Pacific coast. 

"Over in a minute, aa you see," said Mr. Dumphy, 
"and — hello! what's thati " 

In a moment they were on their feet, pale and breath- 
less again, this time Mr, Kaynor and hia wife among the 
number. But it was only a carriage — driving away. 

"Let us adjourn to the piazza," said Mr. Dumphy, 
offering his arm to Mrs. Raynor with the air of having 
risen solely for that purpose. 

Mr. Dumphy led the way, and the party follotced with 
some celerity. Mrs. Sepulvida hung hack a moment with 
Arthur, and whiapered: — 

"Take me back as soon as you can! " 

"Ton are not seriously alarmed 1" asked Arthur. 

"We are too near the sea here," ahe replied, looking 
toward the ocean with a slight shudder. "Don't ask 
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questions now," she added a little sharply. ''Don't yon 
see these Eastern people are frightened to death, and thej 
may overhear." 

But Mrs. Sepulvida had not long to wait^ for in spite 
of the pointed asseverations of Messrs. Pilcher, Dyos^ 
and Dumphy, that earthquakes were not only harmleflSi 
but absolutely possessed a sanitary quality, the piaau 
were found deserted by the usual pleasure-seekeiBy and 
even the eloquent advocates themselves betrayed some im- 
patience to be once more on the open road. 

A brisk drive of an hour put the party again in the 
highest spirits, and Mr. and Mrs. Kaynor again into the 
condition of chronic admiration and enthusiasm. 

Mrs. Sepulvida and Mr. Poinsett followed in an open 
buggy behind. When they were fairly upon their way, 
Arthur asked an explanation of his fair companion's fear 
of the sea. 

'* There is an old story," said Dona Maria, ''that the 
Point of Pines — you know where it is, Mr. Poinsett — 
was once covered by a great wave from the sea that fol- 
lowed an earthquake. But tell me, do you really think 
that letter of this man Conroy is true ? " 

"I do," said Arthur promptly. 

" And that — there — is — a — prospect — that — the — 
stock of this big mine may — de — pre— ciate in Talue t '* 

" Well — possibly — yes ! " 

"And if you knew that I had been foolish enough to 
put a good deal of money in it, you would still talk to me 
as you did the other day — down there 1 " 

"I should say," responded Arthur, changing the reins to 
his left hand that his right might be free for some purpose 
•— goodness knows what ! — "I should say that I am more 
than ever convinced that you ought to have some person 
to look after you." 

What followed this remarkable speech I really do not 
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know how to reconcile with the Btatement that Mra. Sepul- 
vida made to the Dona Dolores a few chapters ago, and 
I therefore discreetly refrain from transcribing it here. 
Suffice it to say that tlie buggy did not come up with the 
char-k-banc and the rest of tlie [>arty until long after they 
had arrived at Mr. Dumpby's stately mansion oa Rincon 
Hill, where another costly and elaborate collation waa pre- 
pared. Mr. Dumphy evidently waa in spirits, and had bo 
far overcome his usual awe and distrust of Arthur, as well 
as the slight jealousy be bad experienced an hour or so 
before, as to approach that gentleman with a degree of 
cheerful familiarity that astonished and amused the self- 
sustained Arthur, — who perhaps at that time had more 
reason for his usual conceit than before. Arthur, who 
knew, or thought he knew, that Miss Ringround waa only 
(Coquetting with Mr. Dumphy for the laudable purpose of 
making the more ambitious of her sex miserable, and that 
she did not care for his person or position, was a good 
deal amused at finding the young lady the subject of Mr. 
Dumpby's sudden confidences. 

"You see, Poinsett, as a man of business I don't go as 
much into society as you do, but she seems to be a straight 
up and down giri, ehl " he queried, as they stood together 
in the vestibule after the ladies had departed. 

It is hardly necessary to say that Arthur waa positive 
and sincere in bis praise of the young woman. Mr. Dum- 
phy, by some obscure mental process, taking much of the 
praise to himself, was highly elated and perhaps tempted 
to a greater vinous indulgence than was his habit. How- 
beit the last bottle of champagne seemed to have obliter- 
ated all past suspicion of Arthur, and he shook him warmly 
by the hand. 

"I tell ye what now, Poinsett, if there are any points 
I can give you don't you be afraid to ask for 'em. I can 
Bee what 's up between you and the widow — honor, you 
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know — all right, my boy — she's in the Conroy lode 
pretty deep, but I '11 help her out and you too! You 've 
got a good thing there — Poinsett — and I want you to 
realize. We understand each other, ehl You '11 lind me 
a equare man witb my friends, Poioeett. Pitch in — 
pitch in! — my advice to you is to just pitch in and marry 
the widow. She's worth it — you can realize on her. 
You see you and me 's — bo to speat — ole pards, eh! 
You rek'leok ole times on Sweetwater, eh! Well — if 
you mue' go, goo'-bi I I a'pose she 'a waitin' for ye. Look 
, Poinsy, d' ye see this yer posy in my buttonhole ! 



She give it to me. Bosey di 
Dothin' drink) Lesh opei 
until struggling 



great financier and his degradj 



ehJ ha! ha! Won't tak' 
■ ho'U. NoT Gooril" 
, amusement, and aelf- 



depreciation, Arthur absolutely tore himself away from the 



^ confidences. 



When Mr. Dumphy staggered back into hia drawing- 
room, a servant met him with a card. 

"The gen'l'man says it's very important buBiness, and 
he must see you to-night," he said hastily, anticipating the 
oath and indignant protest of hia master. "He says it 'a 
your business, sir, and not his. He 'a been waiting here 
since you came back, sir." 

Mr. Dumphy took the card. It bore the inscription in 
pencil, "Colonel Starbottle, Siskiyou, on important buai- 
nesB," Mr, Dumphy reflected a moment. The magical 
word "buBiness" brought him to himself, "Show him in 
— in the office," he said savagely, and retired thither. 

Anybody less practical than Peter Dumphy would have 
dignified the large, showy room which he entered as the 
library. The rich mahogany Bhelvea were filled with a 
heterogeneous coUection of recent hooka, very fresh, very 
new and glaring as to binding and eubject; the walla were 
hung with files of newspapers and stock reports. There 
was a Telvet-lined cabinet containing minerals, — all of 
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them gold or silver bearing. There was a map of an island 
that Mr. Dumphy owned ; there was a marine view, with 
a representation of a steamship also owned by Mr. Ehim- 
phy. There waa a momentary relief from these facts in 
a very gorgeous and badly painted picture of a. tropical 
forest and sea-beach, until inquiry revealed the circum- 
atance that the sugar-house in the corner under a palm-tree 
was " run " by Mr. Dumphy, and that the whole thing 
could be had for a bargain. 

The stranger who entered was large and somewhat in- 
clined to a corpulency that was, however, restrained in 
expansion by a blue frock coat, tightly buttoned at the 
waist, which had the apparent effect of lifting his stomach 
into the higher thoracic regions of moral emotion, — a con- 
fusion to which its owner lent a certain intellectual assist- 
ance. The colonel's coUar was very large, open, and im- 
pressive; his black silk neckerchief loosely tied around hia 
throat, occupying considerable space over his shirt frent, 
and expanding through the upper part of a gilt-buttoned 
white waistcoat, lent itself to the general su^estion that 
the colonel had burst his sepals and would flower soon. 
Above this unfolding the colonel's face, purple, aquiline- 
nosed, throttle- looking as to the eye, and moist and sloppy- 
looking as to the mouth, uptilted above his shoulders. 
The colonel entered with that tiptoeing celerity of step 
affected by men who are conscious of increasing corpu- 
lency. He carried a cane hooked over his forearm ; in one 
hand a large white handkerchief, and in the other a broad- 
brimmed hat. He thrust the former gracefully in his 
breast, laid the latter on the desk where Mr. Dumphy was 
seated, and, taking an unoffered chair himself, coolly rested 
his elbow on his cane in an attitude of easy expectancy. 

" Say yott 've got important business 1 " said Dumphy. 
"Hope it is, sir — hope it is! Then out with it. Can't 
afford to waste time any more here than at the bank. 
Come! What is it 1" 



Not in the least affected bj Mr. Damphj's maime r, 
whose hubitual brusqueneEa nas inteasifieil to nid«n«sB, 
Colonel Starbottle drew oat his handkerchief, blew his 
noHB, carefully returned apparently only about two inches 
of the cambric to his breast, Jeoving the rest displayed like 
a ruffled shirt, and began with an airy gesture of his fat 
white hand. 

"I was here two hours ago, air, when you were at the — 
er — festive board. I said to the boy, ' Iten't intermpt 
your master. A gentleman worshiping at the shrine of 
Tenus and Bacchus and attended by the muses and immor- 
tals, don't want to be interrupted. ' Ged, sic, I knew a 
man in LouiEiana — Hank Pinckuey — shot his boy — a 
little yellow boy worth a thousand dollars — for intermpt- 
ing him at a poker party — and no ladies present! And 
the boy only coming in to say that the gin house was in 
flames. Perhaps you '11 say an extreme case. Know a 
dozen such. So I said, ' Don't interrupt him, but when 
the ladies have risen, and, Beauty, sir, no longer dazzles 
and — er — gleams, and the table round no longer echoes 
the — er — light jest, then spot him! And over the de- 
serted board, with — er — social glass between us, your 
master and I will have our little confab. ' " 

He rose, and before the astonished Dumpby could inter- 
fere, crossed over to a table where a decanter of whiskey 
and a carafe of water stood, and filling a glass half full of 
liquor, reseated himself and turned it off with an easy yet 
dignified inclination towards hia host. 

For once only Mr, Dumphy regretted the absence of 
dignity in his own manner. It was quite evident tb»t hia 
usual brusqueness was utterly ineffective here, and he 
quickly recognized in the colonel the representative of a 
class of men well known in California, from whom any 
positive rudeness would have provoked a demand for satis- 
faction. It was not a class of men that Mr. Dumphy had 
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been in the habit of dealing with, and he eat filled with 
impotent rage, but wise enough to restrain its verbal es- 
preseion, and thanldul that none of his late gueeta were 
present to witness hia dbcomfiture. Only one good effect 
waa due to hia visitor. Mr. Dumphj through baffled in- 
dignation and ahanie had become sober. 

"No, sir," continued Colonel Starbottle, setting hia 
glass upon his knee, and audibly smacking his large lips. 
"No, sir, I waited in the — er — ante-chamber until I saw 
you part with your guesta — until you bade — er — adieu 
to a certain fair nymph — Ged, sir, I like jour taate, and 
I call myself a judge of fine women — ' Blank it all, ' I 
said to myaelf, 'Blank it all. Star, you ain't goin' to pop 
out upon a man juet as he 'a ministering to Beauty and 
putting a shawl upon a pair of alabaster shoulders like 
that ! ' Ha ! ha ! Ged, sir, I remembered myself that in 
'43 in Washington at a party at Tom Benton's I was in 
just such a position, air. 'Are you never going to get 
that cloak on, Starl ' she says to me — the moat beautiful 
creature, the acknowledged belle of that whole winter — 
'43, air — aa a gentleman yourself you'll underatand why 
I don't particu]arii!e — ' If I had my way, madam,' I said, 
' I never would ! ' I did, blank me. But you 're not 
drinking, Mr. Duinphy, eh J A thimbleful, sir, to om 
better acquaintance." 

Not daring to trust himaelf to speak, Mr. Dumphy 
shook his head somewhat impatiently, and Colonel Star- 
bottle rose. Aa he did so it seemed as if his shouldera 
had suddenly become broader and his chest distended until 
hia handkerchief and white waiatcoat protruded through 
the breast of his buttoned coat like a bursting grain of 
"pop-corn." He advanced slowly and with deliberate 
dignity to the aide of Dumphy. 

"If I have intruded upon your privacy, Mr. Duraphy," 
he aaid, with a stately wave of his white hand, "if, aa 
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I •urmiM, from your dUinclination, sir, — to call it by n 
other iinnio, — lu exdiange the ordinary convivial courtesies 
cuininou butwHcn geiitleiuen, eir, — you are disposed to re- 
»tiiit any runiiuiwietiueB of mioo as reHocting upon the cbai- 
octur of tha young la<iy, eir, whom I had the pleasure to 
MMo in your company — if such be the caee, sir, Ged!- 
Km ready lo retire now, sir, and to give you to-morrow, 
or Bt any time, the satisfaction which no gentleman ever 
rsfiiMH another, and which Culpepper Starbottle has never 
bwn known to deny. My card, sir, you have slieady; 
niy addroea, air, ia St. Charles Hotel, where I and my 
friend, Mr. Dumpliy, will bo ready to receive 

"Look here," said Mr. Dumphy, in Burly but sincere 
alurni, "I don't drink because I've been drinking, 
olffnae, Mr. Starbottle, I was only waiting for you to 
open what you bad on your mind in the way of business, 
to order up a bottle of Cliquot to enable ub to better digest 
it. Take your seat, colonel. Bring champagne and two 
glasHes." He rose, and under pretense of going to the 
sideboard, added in a lower tone to the servant who en- 
tered, "Stay within call, and in about ten minutes bring 
me some important message from the bank — you heart 
A glass of wine with you, colonel. Happy to make your 
acquaintance! Here we go I" 

The colonel uttered a slight cough as if to clear away 
his momentary severity, bowed with gracious dignity, 
touched the glass of liia host, drew out his handkerchief, 
wiped his mouth, and seated himself once more. 

"If my object," he began, with a wave of dignified 
depreciation, "were simply one of ordinary business, 
should have sought you, sir, in the busy mart, and not 
among youi Lares and Penates, nor in the blazing lighta 
of the festive haU. I should have sought you at that 
temple which report and common rumor says that you, 
air, as one of the favored sons of Fortune, have erected to 
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her woMliip. In my intercourse with the gifted John C. 
Calhoun I never sought him, sir, in the gladiatorial arena 
of the Senate, but rather with the social glags in the pri- 
vaoy of his own domicile. Ged, sir, in my profession, wa 
recognize some quality in our relations even when profes- 
sional with gentlemen that keep us from apptoaching them 
like a Yankee peddler with goods to sell ! " 

"What's youi profession!" asked Mr, Bumpby. 

"Until elected by the citizens of Siskiyou to represent 
them in the legislative councila I practiced at the bar. 
Since then I have been open occasionally to retainers in 
difficult and delicate cases. In the various intrigues that 
arise in politics, in the more complicated relations of the 
two sexes, in, I may say, the two great passions of man- 
kind, ambition and love, my services have, I believe, 
been considered of value. It has been my office, sir, to 
help the steed of vaulting ambition — er — er — over the 
fence, and to dry the — er — tearful yet glowing cheek of \ 
Beauty. But for the necessity of honor and secrecy in my 
profession, sir, I could give you the names of some of the 
most elegant women, and some of the first — the very first 
men in the land as the clients of Culpepper Starbottle." 

"Very sorry," began Mr. Dumphy, "but if you're ex- 
pecting to put me among your list of clients, I" — 

Without taking the least notice of Dumphy's half re- 
turned sneer. Colonel Starbottle interrupted him coolly. 

"Ged, sir! — it's out of the question; I'm retained on 
the other side." 

The sneer instantly faded from Dumphy's face, and a 
look of genuine surprise took its place. 

" What do you mean 1 " he said curtly. i 

Colonel Starbottle drew his chair beside Dumphy, and 
leaning familiarly over his desk took Mr. Dumphy's own 
penholder and persuasively emphasized the points of his 
speech upon Mr. Dumphy's arm with the blunt end. 
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"Sir, when I say retained by the other aide, it doesn't 
keep me from doing the honorable thing with the defend- 
ant — from recognizing a gentleman and trying to settle 
this matter as between gentlemen." 

"But what's all this about 1 Who is yonr plaintiff T " 
roared Dumpbj, forgetting himself in his rage. 

"Ged, sir — it's a woman — of course. Don't think 
I'm accusing you of any political ambition. Hal ha! 
Ho, sir. You 're like me ! it 's a woman — lovely woman 
— I saw it at a glance ! Gentlemen like you and me don't 
go through to fifty years without giving some thought to 
these dear little creatures. Sir, I despise a man who did. 
It 'b the weakness of a great man, sir. " 

Mr. Damphy pushed his chair back with the grim de- 
liberation of a man who had at last measnred the strength 
of his adversary and was satisfied to risk an encounter. 

"Look here, Colonel Starbottle, I don't know or care 
who your plaintiff is. I don't know or care how she may 
have been deceived or wronged or disappointed or bam- 
boozled, or what is the particular game that 's up now. 
But you 're a man of the world, you say, and as a man of 
the world and a man of sense, jou know that no one in 
my position ever puts himself in any woman's power. I 
can't afford it! I don't pretend to be better than other 
men, hut I ain't a fool. That's the difference between 
me and your clients! " 

"Yes — but, my hoy, that is the difference! Don't 
you see ? In other cases the woman 's a beautiful woman, 
a charming creature, you know, Ged, sometimes she 's as 
proper and pious as a nun, but then the relations, yon see, 
ain't legal! But hang it all, my boy, this is — YOUR 
WIFE 1" 

Mr. Dumphy, with colorless cheeks, tried to laugh a 
lectclesa, scornful laugh. "My wife is dead!" 

"A mistake — Gred, air! — a most miserable mistake. 
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Understand me. I don't say that she hadn't ought to 
be! Ged, sir, from the look that that little blue-eyed 
hussy gave you an hour ago — there ain't much use of 
another woman around, but the fact is that she is living. 
You thought she was dead, and left her up there in the 
snow. She goes so far as to say — you know how these 
women talk, Dumphy; Ged, sir, they'll say anything 
when they get down on a man — she says it ain't your 
fault if she was n't dead ! Eh ? Sho ? " 

"A message, sir, business of the bank, very important," 
§aid Dumphy 's servant, opening the door. 
Get out I " said Dumphy, with an oath. 
But, sir, they told me, sir '* — 

" Get out I will you ? " roared Dumphy. 

The door closed on his astonished face. 

"It's all — a — mistake," said Dumphy, when he had 
gone. " They died of starvation — all of them — while I 
was away hunting help. I 've read the accounts." 

Colonel Starbottle slowly drew from some vast moral 
elevation in his breast pocket a well-worn paper. It 
proved when open to be a faded, blackened, and bethumbed 
document in Spanish. 

"Here is the report of the Commander of the Presidio 
who sent out the expedition. , You read Spanish ? Well. 
The bodies of all the other women were identified excepf 
your wife's. Hang it, my boy, don't you see why she 
was excepted? She wasn't there." 

The colonel darted a fat forefinger at his host and then 
drew back, and settled his purpled chin and wattled cheeks 
canclusively in his enormous shirt collar. Mr. Dumphy 
sank back in his chair at the contact as if the finger of 
Fate had touched him. 
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The hot weather had not been confined to San Fran- 
San Pablo Bay had glittered, and the yellow cur- 
rents of the San Joaquin and Sacramento glowed enllenly 
with a dull sluggish lava-like flow. No breeze stirred the 
wild oats that drooped on the western slope of the Contra 
Costa hills; the Bmoke of burning woods on the eastern 
hillsides rose silently and steadily; the great wheatiields 
of the intermediate valleys clothed themselves humbly in 
dust and aahes. A column of red dust accompanied the 
Wingdam and One Horse Gulch stagecoach, a pillar of 
fire by day as well as by night, and made the fainting 
passengers look longingly toward the snow-patched Sierras 
beyond. It was hot in California; few had ever seen tha 
like, and those who had were looked upon as enemies of 
their race. A rashly scientific man of Murphy's Camp 
who had a theory of his own, and upon that had prophe- 
sied a continuance of the probable recurrence of the earth- 
quake shock, concluded he had better leave the settlement 
untU the principles of meteorology were better recognized 
and established. 

It was hot in One Horse Gulch — in the oven-like 
Gulch, on the burning sands and scorching bars of the 
river. It was hot even on Conroy's Hill, among the calm 
shadows of the dark green pines, — on the deep verandas of 
the Conroy cottage ome. Perhaps this was the reason 
why Mrs. Gabriel Conroy, early that morning after the de- 
parture of her husband for the mill, had evaded the var- 
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nished and white-leaded heats of her own house and sought 
the more fragrant odore of the sedate pines beyond the 
hilltop. I fear, however, that something waa due to a 
myBterioua note which had reached her clandestinely the 
evening hefore, and which, seated on the trunk of a pros- 
trate pine, she waa now reperusing. 

I should like to sketch her as she sat there. A broad- 
brimmed straw hat covered her head, that although squared 
a little too much at the temples for shapeliness, was still 
made comely by the good taste with which — aided hy a 
crimping-iron — she had treated her fine-spun electrical 
blond hair. Tlie heat had brought out a delicate dewy 
color in her usually pale face, and had heightened the 
intense nervous brightness of her vivid gray eyes. From 
the some cause, probably, her lips were slightly parted, so 
that the rigidity that usually characterized their finely 
chiseled outlines was lost. She looked healthier; the 
long flowing skirts which she affected, after the fashion of 
most petite women, were gathered at a waist scarcely Eis 
sylph-like and unsubstantial as that which Giabriel first 
clasped after the accident in the fateful canon. She seemed 
a trifle more languid — more careful of her personal com- 
fort, and spent some time in adjusting herself to the in- 
equalities of her uncouth seat with a certain pouting pee- 
vishness of manner that was quite as new to her character 
aa it was certainly feminine and charming. She held the 
open note in her thin, narrow, white-tipped fingers, and 
glanced over it again with a slight smile. It read as fol- 

At ten o'clock I shall wait for you at the hill near the 
Big Pine! You shall give mean interview if you know 
yourself well. I say beware! I am strong, for I am in- 
jured! Victor. 
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His. Conroy folded the Dote again, still smiling, and 
placed it carefully in her pocket. Then she sat patient, 
her hands clasped lightly between her knees, the parasol 
open at her feet — the very picture of a fond, confiding 
trjst. Then she suddenly drfew her feet under her, side- 
ways, with a quick, nervous motion, and examined the 
ground carefully with sincere distruBt of all artful lurking 
vermin who lie in wait for helpless womanhood. Then 
she looked at her watch. 

It was five minutes past the hour. There was no 
sound in the dim, slumbrous wood, but the far-off sleepy 
caw of a rook. A squirrel ran impulsively halfway down 
the bark of the nearest pine, and catching sight of hei 
tilted parasol, suddenly flattened himself against the bark, 
with outstretched limbs, a picture of abject terror. A 
bouDding hare came upon it suddenly and had a palpitation 
of the heart that he thought he really never should get 
over. And then there was a slow crackling in the under- 
brush as of a masculine tread, and Mrs. Conroy, picking 
up her terrible parasol, shaded the cold fires of her gray 
eyes with it and sat calm and expectant. 

A figure came slowly and listlessly up the hill. When 
within a dozen yards of her, she saw it was wot Victor. 
But when it approached nearer she suddenly started to her 
feet with pallid cheeks and an exclamation upon her lips. 
It was the Spanish translator of Pacific Street. She would 
have flown, but on the instant he turned and recogniied 
her with a cry, a start, and a passion equal to her own. 
For a moment they stood glaring at each other breathless 
hut silent! 

"Devalues!" said Mrs. Conroy, in a voice that was 
scarcely audible. "Good God!" 

The stranger uttered a bitter laugh. 

"Yes! Devarges! — the man who ran away with you 
• — Devarges the traitor! Devarges the betrayer of your 
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husband. Look at me ! Tou know me — Henry Devatgea 1 
Your huBband'fl biotheTl — your old accomplice — your 
lover — your dupe ! " 

"Hush," she said, imploringly glancing aroimd through 
the dim woods, "for God's sake, hush!" 

" And who are you ! " he went on, without heeding her, 
" Which of the Mesdamea Devarges ia it now 1 Or have 
you taken the name of the young sprig of an officer for 
whom you deaerted me and maybe in turn murried! Or 
did he refuse you even that excuae for your perfidy ! Or 
is it the wife and accomplice of this feeble-minded Conroy t 
What name ahall I call youl Tell me quick! Oh, I have 
much to aay, but I wish to he polit«, madame; tell me to 
whom I am to apeak ! " 

Despite the evident reality of his passion and fury there 
was something so unreal and grotesque in his appearance 
— in his antique foppery, in his dyed hair, in his false 
teeth, in hia padded coat, in hia thin-atrapped legs — that 
this relentleas woman cowered before him in very Hhame, 
not of her crime but of her accomplice! 

"Huah," she said, "call me your friend; I am always 
your friend, Henry. Call me anything, but let me go from 
here. For God's sake, do you hear) Not so loud! Au- 
other time and another place I will listen," and ahe drew 
alowly hack, until, scarce knowing what he did, ahe had led 
him away from the place of lendezvoua toward the ruined 
cabin. Here ahe felt that she was at least safe from the 
interruption of Victor. " How came you here ? How did 
you find out what had become of me J Where have you. 
been these long years 1 " she asked hastily. 

Within the last few momenta she had regained partially 
the strange power that ahe had always exerted over all 
men except Gabriel Conroy. The stranger hesitated, and 
then answered in a voice that had more of hopelessnesa 
than bittemeaa in ita quality; — 
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"I came here six years ago, a broken, ruinetl, and dis- 
graced man. I had no ambition but to hide myself from all 
vho had known me, from that brother whoee wife 1 had 
stolen, and whose home I had broken up — from you — you, 
Julie ! you and your last lover — from the recollection at 
your double treachery ! " He had raised hia voice here, 
but was checked by the unflinching eye and cautionary 
gesture of the woman before him. "When you abandoned 
me in St. Louia, I had no choice but death or a second 
exile. I could not return to Switzerland, I could not live 
in the sickening shadow of my crime and its bitter punish- 
ment. I came hern. My education, my knowledge of 
the language, stood me in good stead. I might have been 
a rich man, I might have been an influential one, but I 
only used my opportunities for the bare necesaaries of life 
and the means to forget my trouble in dissipation. I be- 
came a drudge by day, a gambler by night. I was always 
a gentleman. Men thought me crazy, an enthusiast, but 
they learned to respect me. Traitor aa I was in a larger 
trust, no one doubted my honor or dared to question my 
integrity. But bah! what is this to you 1 You!" 

He would have turned from her agaiu in very hitternesB, 
hut in the act he caught ber eye, and saw iu it if not 
sympathy, at least a certain critical admiration, that again 
brought him to her feet. For despicable as this woman 
was, she was pleased at this pride in the man she had be- 
trayed, was gratified at the sentiment that lifted him above 
his dyed hair and his pitiable foppery, and felt a certain 
honorable satisfaction in the fact that, even after the lapse 
of years, he had proved true to her own intuitions of him. 

"I had been growing out of ray despair, Julie," he went 
on sadly; "I was, or believed I was, forgetting my fault, 
forgetting even you, when there came to me the news of 
my brother's death — by starvation. Listen to me, Julie. 
One day there came to me for translation a document, re- 
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vealing the dreadful death of him — your husband, my 
brother — do you hear 1 — by starvatioB ! Driven from bis 
home by shame, he bad desperately sought to hide himself 
as I had — accepted the hardship of emigration — he, a 
gentlemau and o man of letters — with the boora and rabble 
of the plains, had shared their low trials and their vulgar 
pains, and died among them, unknown and unrecorded." 

"He died as he had lived," said Mrs. Conroy passion- 
ately, "a traitor and a hypocrite; he died following the 
fortunes of his paramour, an uneducated, vulgar rustic, to 
whom, dying, he willed a fortune — this girl — Grace 
Conroy. Thank God, I have the record! Hush! what's 
that J" 

Whatever it was — a falling bough or the passing of 
some small animal, in the underbrush — it was past now, 
A dead silence enwrapped the two solitary actors; they 
might have been the first man and the first woman, bo en- 
compaaaed were they by nature and solitude. 

"Ko," she went on hurriedly, in a lower tone, "it was 
the same old story — the story of that girl at Bnale — the 
story of deceit and treachery which brought us first to- 
gether, which made you, Henry, my friend, which turned 
our sympathies into a more dangerous passion. You have 
suffered. Ah, well, so have I, We are equal now." 

Henry Devargea looked speechlessly upon his compan- 
ion. Her voice trembled, there were tears in her eyes, 
that had replaced the burning light of womanly indigna- • 
tion. He had come there knowing her to have been 
doubly treacherous to her husband and himself. She had I 
not denied it. He had come there to tax her with an ' 
infamous imposture, but had found himself within the last 
minute glowing with sympathetic condemnation of his own 
brother, and ready to accept the yet unoffered and perfectly 
explicable theory of that imposture. More than that, he 
began to feel that bis own wrongs were slight in compari- 
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eon with the injiuiea leoeived by this superior wonmn. 
The woman who endeavors to justify herself to her jealous 
lover always has a powerful ally in his own self-love, and 
Devargea was quite willing to helieve that even if he bad 
lost her love, he had never at least been deceived. And 
the answer to the morality of this imposture was before 
him. Here was she married to the surviving brother of 
the girl she had personated. Had he — had Dr. Devargea 
ever eichihited as noble trust, as perfect appreciation of her 
nature and sufferings? Had they not thrown away the 
priceless pearl of this woman's love through ignorance and 
selfishness I You and I, my dear sir, who are not in love 
with this most reprehensible creature, will he quick to see 
the imperfect logic of Henry Devarges; hut when a man 
constitutes himself accuser, judge, and jury of the woman 
he loves, he is very apt to believe he is giving a verdict 
when he is only entering a nolle prosequi. It is probable 
that Mrs. Conroy had noticed this weakness in her com- 
panion, even with her preoccupied fears of the inopportune 
appearance of Victor, whom she felt she could have ac- 
counted for much better in his absence. Victor was an 
impulsive person, and there are times when this quality, 
generally adored by a self- restrained sex, is apt to he con- 
founding. 

" Why did you come here to see me 1 " asked Mrs, Con- 
roy, with a dangerous smile. "Only to abuse met" 

"There is another grant in esistence for the same land 
that you claim as Grace Conroy or Mrs. Conroy," returned 
Devarges, with masculine bluntneas, "a grant given prior to 
that made to my brother Paul, A suspicion that some 
imposture has been practiced is entertained by the party 
holding the grant, and I have been requested to get at the 

Mrs, Conroy'a gray eyes lightened. 

"And how were these suspicions arousedT" 
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"By an anonymous letter." 
" And you have seen it ] '* 

" Yes ; both it and the handwriting in portions of the 
grant are identical." 

"And you know the hand? " 

"I do ; it is that of a man now here, an old Califomiani 

— Victor Kamirez ! " 

He fixed his eyes upon her; unabashed she turned her 
own clear glance on his, and asked, with a dazzling 
smile : — 

" But does not your client know that, whether this grant 
is a forgery or not, my husband's title is good? " 

" Yes ; but the sympathies of my client, as you call her^ 
are interested in the orphan girl Grace." 

"Ah!" said Mrs. Conroy, with the faintest possible 
sigh, "your client, for whom you have traveled — how 
many miles ? — is a woman. " 

Half pleased, but half embarrassed, Devarges said 
"Yes." 

"I understand," said Mrs. Conroy slowly. "A young 
woman, perhaps a good, a pretty one! And you have 
said, * I will prove this Mrs. Conroy an impostor, ' and you 
are here. Well, I do not blame you. You are a man. 
It is well, perhaps, it is so." 

"But, Julie, hear me!" interrupted the alarmed De- 
varges. 

" No more ! " said Mrs. Conroy, rising, and waving her 
thin white hand, "I do not blame you. I could expect 

— I deserve — no more ! Go back to your client, sir, tell 
, her that you have seen Julie Devarges, the impostor. 

Tell her to go and press her claim, and that you will assist 
her. Finish the work that the anonymous letter-writer 
has begun, and earn your absolution for your crime and 
my folly. Get your reward — you deserve it — but tell 
her to thank God for having raised up to her better friends 
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tium JnHe DBnzga e^er p oMtaid i& the hejdaj of her 
htmatj. Go! Farewell! No; let me go^ Henry De- 
Tugea; I am going to my hnsfauuL He at least has known 
how to fo^ye and protect a friendleaB and erring woman.'' 

Before the aatoniahed man eonld recoTer his aenses, ela- 
aiTe aa a sonheam, ahe had slipped through hia fingers and 
waa gcme. For a moment onlj he followed the fl^^h of 
her white skirt throng the dark aisles of the forest, and 
then the pillared trees^ crowding in upon each other, hid 
her from yiew. 

Perhaps it was well, for a moment lata Tictor Bamirez, 
flnahed, wild-eyed, disheyeled, and panting, stombled 
blindly upon the trail, and Uundered into Deyarges's pre- 
sence. The two men eyed each other in silence. 

'^A hot day for a walk!" said DeTarges, with an HI- 
concealed sneer. 

^Vengeance of Godl yon are ri^t, it ts," returned 
"Wctor. " And you t ** 

^Oh, I haye been fighting flies. Good-day!*' 
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I AM Borry to Bay that Mrs, Conroy's expression as she 
fled was not entirely consistent with the grieved and heart- 
broken manner with which she had just closed the inter- 
view with Henry Devarges. Something of a smile lurked 
about the corners of her thin lips as she tripped up the 
steps of her house, and stood panting a little with the 
exertion in the shadow of the porch. But here she sud- 
denly found herself becoming quite faint, and entering the 
apparently empty house, passed at once to her boudoir, 
and threw herself exhaustedly on the lounge with a certain 
peevish discontent at her physical weakness. No one had 
Been her enter; the Chinese servants were congregated in 
the distant wash-bouse. Her housekeeper had taken ad- 
vantage of her absence to ride to the town. The unusual 
heat was felt to be an apology for any domestic negligence. 

She was very thoughtful. The shock she had felt on 
first meeting Devarges was past; she was satisfied she still 
retained an influence over him sufficient to keep him her 
ally against Eamirez, whom she felt she now had reason 
to fear. Hitherto his jealousy had only shown itself in 
vaporing and bravado; she had been willing to believe 
him capable of offering her physical violence in his insane 
fury, and had not feared it, but this deliberately planned 
treachery made her tremble. She would ; 
again; she would recite the wrongs she had received from 
the dead brother and husband, and in Henry's weak 
attempt to still his own conscience with that excuse, she 
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could trust to him to keep Bamirez in check, and withhold 
the exposure until she and Gabriel could get away. Once 
out of the country, she could laugh at them both ; once 
away, she could devote herself to win the love of Gabriel, 
without which she had begun to feel hei life ai:d schemea 
had been in vain. She would hurry their departure at 
once. Since the report had spread affecting the value of 
the mine, Gabriel, believing it true, had vaguely felt It 
hiB duty to stand by his doubtful claim and accept its for- 
tunes, and had delayed his preparations. She would make 
him believe that it was Dumphy's wish that he should go 
at once; she would make Dumphy write him to that 
effect. She smiled as she thought of the power she had 
lately achieved over the fears of this financial magnate. 
She would do all this, but for her physical weakness. 
She ground her teeth as she thought of it; that at such 
a time she should be — and yet a moment later a sudden 
fancy flashed across her mind, and she closed her eyes that 
she might take in its delusive sweetness mote completely. 
It might be that it wanted only this to touch his heart — 
some men were so strange — and if it were, God ! — she 
stopped. 

What was that noise ! The house had been very quiet, 
BO still that she had heard a woodpecker tapping on its 
roof. But now she heard distinctly the slow, heavy tread 
of a man in one of the upper chambers, which had been 
used as a lumber-room. Mrs. Conroy had none of the 
nervous apprehension of her sex in regard to probable 
ghosts or burglars — she had too much of a man's practical 
preoccupation for that, yet she listened curiously. It 
came again. There was no mistaking it now. It was the 
tread of the man with whom her thoughts had been busy, 
— her husband. 

What was he doing here ) In the few months of their 
married life he had never been home before at this honi; 
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The lumber-room contained among other things the disjecta 
membra of his old mining life and experience. He may 
have wanted something. There was an old bag which she 
remembered he said contained some of his mother's dresses. 
Yet it waa ho odd that he should go there now. Any 
other time but this. A terrible superstitious dread — a 
dread that any other tirae she would have laughed to scora 
— hegan to creep over her. Hark ! he was moving. She 
stopped breathing. 

The tread recommenced. It passed into the upper hall, 
and came slowly down the stairs, each step recording itselJ- 
in her heart-beats. It reached the lower hall and seemed 
to hesitate; then it came slowly along toward har door, 
and again hesitated. 

Another moment of suspense, and she felt she would 
have screamed. And then the door slowly opened, Etnd 
Gabriel stood before her. 

In one swift, intuitive, hopeless look she read hei fate. 
He knew all! And yet his eyes, except that they bore 
leas of the usual perplexity and embarrassment with which 
they had habitually met hers, though grave and sad, had 
neither indignation nor anger. He had changed his clothes 
to a rough miner's blouse and trousers, and carried in one 
hand a miner's pack, and in the other a pick and shovel. 
Ha laid them down slowly and deliberately, and seeing her 
eyes fixed upon them with a nervous intensity, began apol- 
ogetically ; — 

" They contains, ma'am, on'y a blanket and a few duds ez 
I alius used to carry with me. I '11 open it ef you say so. 
But you know me, ma'am, well enough to allow that I 'd take 
nothin' outer this yer house ez I didn't bring inter it." 

"You are going away," she said, in a voice that was not 
audible to herself, but seemed to vaguely echo in her men- 
tal consciousness. 

"I be. Ef ye don't know why, ma'am, I reckon ez 



\«iu U U«<a' ii tNiiu iiM :Muiw vTce es I <iid. It 'a aa'j the 
i\(iti44 ihuku^ '\.» s«^ iiocv I ^ e< ife ain't mjr fault nor 
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\\ hoti I xvtxi 'Awk *ucui I 'xtiowi*d him to he a pore Mexi- 
i^iki Htu'^kV A^K I «>l 't^uvied yt*r lu the Gulch more 'n a year 
i^vi. I \vviu -a(» to lum» .uiu wh«n he seed me he 'd hey 
luu. tiiu I *W ui\ 'ituiu ouco him — and — he stayed!" 

I'hoi^ \%«4«i >«.»ui«^ihiik^ so uucoussciousiy Luge and fine in 
tho «.i\^hi ^«>«^iui^ v>x uu$ v;iauc's hand as he emphaazed his 
^tHVshk that o\«uk :iuvu^i\ her swiftly rising piide Mrs. 
i\viuo> \^cWL .i\\t^ ,^id :hriiled by it. But the next mo- 
uivuu rjut UhuuI Uors^uf :>ayii)g — whether aloud or not she 
s\HiU{ lua Uul "If he had loved me, he would haye 
W^lUsi huu ihou .Uid there*** 

" \\ v»( {{wt, !tuui s<Hi to me — beiu* flustered and sayage- 
hkts .^U'lk^ v»' boiu' ohoked hard to keep him from singin' 
v»u( Mk\\ hx\^\i\u ui u(h.m you and thet entire stranger — 
i4tu't t\ir mu to say. Kuowin* him longer than I do^ I 
i^H^kv'tk v\m Hus(Kvt *lx>ut wot it was. That it es the truth 
I i^oaii It iu yv>ar face uow» ma*am, ez I reckon I might 
\n>\ \\uk\{ it v»lf aiul on iu many ways and yari's styles sens 
wu \o Uhui ver U.^ther, on'y 1 waz thet weak and onde- 
vuUd y t»r ** 

IU raic^nl his hand to his forehead here, and with his 
l»r\>ad (Hditi ap^^eared to wipe away the trouble and perplex- 
ity that had overshadowed it. He then drew a paper 
(huu his breast. 
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've drawed up a little paper yer ei I 'U hand over to 
Lawyer Maxwell, makin' over back agin all ez I once hed 
o' you and all ez I ever expect to hev. For I don't agree 
with that Mexican that wot waa gi'n to Grace belongs to 
me. I allow ez she kin settle thet herself, ef ahe ever 
comes, and ef I know thet chile, ma'am, she ain't goin' tech 
it with a two-foot pole. We 've alius bin simple folks, 
ma'am — though it ain't the squar thing to take me for 
a sample — and oneddicated and common, but thar ain't 
a Conroy ez lived ez was ever pinted for money, or ez ever 
took more outer the company's wages than his grub and 
his clothes. " 

It was the first time he had ever asserted himself in her 
presence, and even then he did it half apologetically, yet 
with an uncoiisciouH dignity in his manner that became 
him well. He reached down as he spoke and took up his 
pick and his bundle, and turned to go. 

"There is nothing then that you are leaving behind 
you ! " she asked. 

He raised his eyes squarely to hers. 

"No," he said simply, "nothing." 

Oh, if she could have only spoken ! Oh, had she but 
dared to tell him that he had left behind that which he 
could not take away, that which the mere instincts of his 
manhood would have stirred him to tenderness and mercy, 
that which would have appealed to him through its very 
helplessness and youth. But she dared not. That elo' 
quence which an hour before had been ready enough to 
sway the feelings of the man to whom she had been faith- 
less and did not love, failed her now. In the grasp of her 
first and only hopeless passion this arch -hypocrite had lost 
even the tact of the simplest of her sex. She did not 
even assume an indifference! She said nothing; when 
she raised her eyes again he was gone. 

She wasirrong. At the front door he stopped, hesitated 
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you '11 hear it from the same vyce ez I did. It 's on'y the 
squar thiug to eay afore I go, ez it aia't my fault nor 
his'n. I was on the hill thia mornin' in the ole cabia. " 

It seemed as if he had told her this before, so old and 
eelf- evident the fact appeared. 

"I was sayin' I woz on the hill, when I heerd vyces, 
and lookin' out I seed you with a stranger. From wot 
ye know o' me and my ways, ma'am, it ain't like me to 
listen to thet wot ain't allowed for me to hear. And ye 
might her stood thar ontel now ef I hadn't seed a chap 
dodgin' round behind the trees, spyin' and list'nin'. 
When I seed thet man I knowed him to be a pore Mexi- 
can, whose tegs I 'd tended yer in the Gulch more 'n a yeai 
^0. I went up to him; and when he seed me he 'd hev 
run. But I laid my hand onto him — and — he stayed I " 

There was something bo unconsciously large and fine in 
the slight gesture of this giant's hand as he emphasized his 
speech, that even through her swiftly rising pride Mre. 
Conroy was awed and thrilled by it. But the next mo- 
ment she found herself saying — whether aloud or not she 
could not tell — "If he had loved me, he would have 
killed him then and there." 

"Wot thet man sed to me — bein' flustered and savage- 
like, along o' bein' choked hard to keep him from singin' 
out and breakin' in upon you and thet entire stranger — 
ain't fur me to say. Knowin' him longer than I do, I 
reckon you suspect 'bout wot it was. That it ez the truth 
1 read it in your face now, ma'am, ez I reckon I might 
hev read it off and on in many ways and vari's styles sens 
we 've been yer together, on'y I waz thet weak and onde- 
cided yer," 

Ha raised his hand to his forehead here, and with hia 
broad palm appeared to wipe away the trouble and perplex- 
ity that had overshadowed it. He then drew a papai 
from bis breast. 
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"I 've drawed up a little paper yer ez I '11 hand over to 
Lawyer Maxwell, makin' over back agin all ez I once hed 
o' you and all ez I ever expect to hev. For I don't agree 
with that Mexican that wot waa gi'n to Grace belongs to 
me. I allow ez she kiti settle thet hereelf, ef ehe ever 
cornea, and ef I know thet chile, ma'am, ahe ain't goin' tech 
it with a two-foot pole. We 've alius bin simple folks, 
ma'am — though it ain't the squar thing to take me for 
a sample — and oneddicated and common, but thar ain't 
a Conroy ez lived ez was ever pinted for money, or ez ever 
took more outer the company's wagea than his grub and 
his clothes," 

It was the first time he had ever asserted himself in her 
presence, and even then he did it halt apologetically, yet 
with an unconscious dignity in his manner that became 
him well. He reached down as he spoke and took up hia 
pick and his bundle, and turned to go, 

"There is nothing then that you are leaving behind 
you 1 " she asked. 

He raised his eyes squarely to hers. 

"No," he said simply, "nothing." 

Oh, if she could have only spoken ! Ob, had she but 
dared to tell him that he had left behind that which he 
could not take away, that which the mere instincts of his 
manhood would have stirred him to tenderness and mercy, 
that which would have appealed to him through its very 
helplessness and youth. But she dared not. That elo- 
quence which an hour before had been ready enough to 
sway the feelings of the man to whom ahe had been faith- 
less and did not love, failed her now. In the grasp of her 
first and only hopeless passion this arch- hypocrite had lost 
even the tact of the simplest of her sex. She did not 
even assume an indifference! She said nothing; when 
she raised her eyes again he was gone. 

She was wrong. At the front door he stopped, hesitated 



816 THE VEIN 

a moment, and then returned slowly and diffidently to the 
room. Her heart beat rapidly, and then was still. 

"Ye asked just now," he said falteringly, "ef thar was 
anything ez I was leavin' behind. Thar is — ef ye '11 
overlook my sayin' it. When you and me allowed to 
ieave fur furrin parts, I reckoned to leave thet housekeeper 
behind, and unbeknowed to ye I gin her some money and 
a charge. I told her thet if ever thet dear chile — Sister 
Grace — came here, thet she should take her in and do by 
her ez I would, and let me know. Et may be a heap to 
ask, but ef it 't ain't too much — I — I shouldn't — like 
— yer — to turn — thet innocent insuspectin' chile away 
from the house thet she might take to be mine. Ye need n't 
let on anythin' thet's gone — ye needn't tell her what 
a fool I 've been, but jest take her in and send for me. 
Lawyer Maxwell will gin ye my address." 

The sting recalled her benumbed life. She rose with a 
harsh dissonant laugh and said, "Your wishes shall be 
fulfilled — if " — she hesitated a moment — "/am here." 

But he did not hear the last sentence, and was gone. 



CHAPTER Vn 

WHAT PASSED UNDER THE PINE, AND WHAT 

REMAINED THERE 

Bamirez was not as happy in his revenge as he had 
q^ticipated. He had, in an instant of impulsive rage, fired 
his mine prematurely, and, as he feared, impotently. Ga- 
briel had not visibly sickened, faded, nor fallen blighted 
under the exposure of his wife's deceit. It was even 
doubtful, as far as Eamirez could judge from his quiet 
reception of the revelation, whether he would even call 
that wife to account for it. Again, Eamirez was unplea- 
santly conscious that this exposure had lost some of its 
dignity and importance by being wrested from him as a 
confession made under pressure or duress. Worse than 
all, he had lost the opportunity of previously threatening 
Mrs. Conroy'with the disclosure, and the delicious specta- 
cle of her discomfiture. In point of fact his revenge had 
been limited to the cautious cowardice of the anonymous 
letter- writer, who, stabbing in the dark, enjoys neither 
the contemplation of the agonies of his victim, nor the 
assertion of his own individual power. 

To this torturing reflection a terrible suspicion of the 
Spanish translator, Perkins, was superadded. For Gkibriel, 
Ramirez had only that contempt which every lawless lover 
has for the lawful husband of his mistress, while for Per- 
kins he had that agonizing doubt which every lawless lover 
has for every other man but the husband. In making this 
exposure had he not precipitated a catastrophe as fatal to 
himself as to the husband? Might they not both drive 
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thU woman into the arms of another manT Kamirez paced 
tlie little bedroom of the Grand Conroy Hotel, a prey to 
that boMtard remorae of all natures like his own, — tlie 
ovcrwlielmiDg consciouaneBS of opportunities for villainy 
uiiiHipetit. 

Corae what might he would see her again, and at once, 
IIb would let her know that he auBpected her relations 
with thiB translator. He would tell her that he had writ- 
ten the letter — that he had forged the grant — that — 

A tup at the door recalled him to himself. It opened 
pruwtnlly to Siil, coy, bashful, and conscious. The evi- 
dont agitation of this young foreigner had to Sal's matter- 
of-fact comprehension only one origin — a hopeless, con- 
aiiming poision for herself. 

"Dinner hez bin done gone an hour ago," said that arch 
virgin, " but I put suthin' by for ye. Ye was inquirin' 
last night about them Conioys. I thought I 'd tell ye thet 
(Jabril hej; bin yer askin' arter Lawyer Maxwell — which 
ho 'a off to Sacramento — although one o' Sue Markle's 
moat intymit friends and steddeyist boarders! " 

But Mr. Ramirez had no ear for Gabriel now. 

"Tell to me, Mees Clark," he aaid, suddenly turning 
nil Ilia toeth on her, with gasping civility, "where is this 
Soflor Perkins, eli t " 

"Thet shiny chap — ez looks like a old turned alpackei 
gownd I " snid Sal ; " thet man ez I can't abear I " she con- 
tinued, with A delicately maidenly suggestion that Bamires 
need fear no rivalry from that quarter, "I don't mind — 
and don't keer to know. He hez n't bin yer since room- 
iit'. I reckon he 's up somewhar on Conroy's HilL All 
I know ex thet he sent a message yer to git ready hia 
Voliso to put aboard the Wingdam atage to-night Are y« 
goin' with him?" 

"No," said Bamiret curtly. 

' ** Axin' j«r pariing foi the queation, but seein' ei h« *d 
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got booked for two places, I tho't ez maybe ye 'd got tired 
o' plain mounting folks and mounting ways, and waz goin' 
with him," and Sal threw an arch yet reproachful glance 
at [Ramirez. 

"Booked for two seats!" gasped Victor; "ahl for a 
lady perhaps — eh, Mees Clark ? — for a lady ? " 

Sal bridled instantly at what might have seemed a sug- 
gestion of impropriety on her part. "A lady — like his 
imperance — indeed ! I'd like to know who would demean 
theirselves by goin' with the like o' he ! But you *re not 
startin' out agin without your dinner, and it waitin' ye in 
the oven ? No 1 La ! Mr. Eamirez, ye must be in luv ! 
I 'ye heerd tell ez it do take away the appetite; not know- 
in* o' my own experense, though it 's little hez passed my 
lips these two days, and only when tempted." 

But before Sal could complete her diagnosis, Mr. Hami- 
rez gasped a few words of hasty excuse, seized his hat, and 
hurried from the room. 

Leaving Sal a second time to mourn over the effect of 
her coquettish playfulness upon the sensitive Italian na- 
ture, Victor Eamirez, toiling through the heat and fiery 
dust shaken from the wheels of incoming teams, once more 
brushed his way up the long ascent of Conroy's Hill, and 
did not stop until he reached its summit. Here he paused 
to collect his scattered thoughts, to decide upon some plan 
of action, to control the pulse of his beating temples, 
quickened by excitement and the fatigue of the ascent, and 
to wipe the perspiration from his streaming face. He 
must see her at once ; but how and where ? To go boldly 
to her house would be to meet her in the presence of 
Gabriel, and that was no longer an object; besides, if she 
were with this stranger it would not probably be there. 
By haunting this nearest umbrage to the house he would 
probably intercept them on their way to the Gulch, or over- 
hear any other conference. By lingering here he would 
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avoid any interference from Gabriel's cabin on the liglit^ 

and yet be able to detect the approach of any one from 
the road. The spot that he had chosen was, singularly 
ecough, in earlier days, Gabriel's favorite haunt for the 
indulgence of hia noontide contemplation and pipe. A 
great pine, the largest of ita fellows, towered in a little 
opening to the right, as if it had drawn apart for eeclusion, 
and obeying some mysterious attraction, Victor went 
toward it and seated himself on an abutting root at its 
base. Here a singular circumstance occurred, which at 
first filled him with Buperstitioua fear. The handkerchief 
with which he had wiped his face — nay, his very shirt- 
front itself — suddenly appeared as if covered with blood, 
A moment later he saw that the ensanguined hue was only 
due to the dust through which he had plunged, blending 
with the perspiration that on the least exertion still started 
from every pore of his burning skin. 

The sun was slowly sinking. The long shadow of 
Reservoir Ridge fell upon Conroy's Hill, and seemed to 
cut down the tall pine that a moment before had risen 
redly in the sunlight. The sounds of human labor slowly 
died out of the Gulch helow, the far-off whistle of team- 
Bters in the Wingdam road began to fail. One by one 
the red openings on the wooded hillside opposite went oat, 
BB if nature were putting up the shutters for the day. 
With the gathering twilight Ramirez became more intensely 
alert and watchful. Treading stealthily around the lone 
pine-tree, with shining eyes and gleaming teeth, he might 
have been mistaken for some hesitating animal waiting for 
that boldness which should come with the coming night. 
Suddenly he stopped, and leaning forward peered into the 
increasing shadow. Coming up the trail from the town 
was a woman. Even at that distance and by that uncer- 
tain light, Ramirez recognized the flapping hat and un- 
gainly stride. It was Sal. Perdition! Might the devil 
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fly away with her ! But she turned to the right with the 
trail that wound toward Grabriers hut and the cottage be- 
yond, and Victor breathed, or rather panted, more freely. 
And then a voice at his very side thrilled him to his small- 
est fibre, and he turned quickly. It was Mrs. Conroy, 
white, erect, and truculent. 

"What are you doing here?" she said, with a sharp, 
quick utterance. 

" Hush ! " said Eamirez, trembling with the passion 
called up by the figure before him. "Hush! There is 
one who has just come up the trail." 

" What do I care who hears me now ? You have made 
caution unnecessary," she responded sharply. "All the 
world knows us now! and so I ask you again, what are 
you doing here ] " 

He would have approached her nearer, but she drew 
back, twitching her long white skirt behind her with a 
single quick feminine motion of her hand, as if to save it 
from contamination. 

Victor laughed uneasily. "You have come to keep 
your appointment; it is not my fault if I am late." 

"I have come here because for the last half hour I have 
watched you from my veranda, coursing in and out among 
the trees like a hound as you are! I have come to whip 
you off my land as I would a hound. But I have first a 
word or two to say to you as the man you have assumed 
to be." 

Standing there with the sunset glow over her erect, 
graceful figure, in the pink flush of her cheek, in the cold 
fires of her eyes, in all the thousand nameless magnetisms 
of her presence, there was so much of her old power over 
this slave of passion, that the scorn of her words touched 
him only to inflame him, and he would have groveled at 
her feet could he have touched the thin three fingers that 
she warningly waved at him. 
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"You wrong me, Julie, by the God of heaven! Twaa 
wild, mad, this morning — you underHtand — tor when I 
came to you I found you with another! I had reason. 
Mother of God ! — I had reason for my madness, reason 
enough; but I came in peace, Julie, I came in peace!" 

"In peace," returned Mrs. Conroy scornfully; "your 
note was a peaceful one, indeed!" 

"Ah! but I knew not how else to make you hear me. 
I had news, — news, you unUerataEd, — news that might 
save you; for I came from the woman who holds the grant. 
Ah! you will listen, will you not) For one moment 
only, Julie, hear rae, and I am gone." 

Mis. Conroy, with abstracted gaze, leaned agaiuet the 
tree. 

"Go on," she said coldly. 

"Ah! you will listen then ! " said Victor joyfully ; "and 
when you have listened you shall understand ! Well. 
First I have the fact that the lawyer for this woman is the 
man who deserted the Grace Conroy in the mountains — 
the man who was called Philip Ashley, but whose real 
name is Poinsett." 

"Who did you say I" said Mrs. Conroy, suddenly step- 
ping from the tree, and fixing a pail of cruel eyes on 
Ramirez, 

"Arthur Poinsett — an ex-soldier, an officer. Ah, you 
do not believe — I swear to God it is so ! " 

"What has this to do with me)" she said scornfully, 
resuming her position beside the pine. "CtO on — or is 
thisaUl" 

"No, but it is much. Look you! he is the affianced 
of a rich widow in the Southern Country, you understand 1 
No one knows his past. Ah, you begin to comprehend. 
He does not dare to seek out the real Grace Conroy. He 
shall not dare to press the claim of his client. Conse- 
quently, he does nothing ! " 
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" Is this all your news ? " 

"All! — ah, no. There is one more, but I dare not 
speak it here,'' he said, glancing craftily around through 
the slowly darkening wood. 

"Then it must remain untold," returned Mrs. Conroy 
coldly; "for this is our last and only interview.'' 

" But, Julie ! " 

" Have you done ? " she continued in the same tone. 

Whether her indifference was assumed or not, it was 
effective. Eamirez glanced again quickly around, and 
then said sulkily, "Come nearer, and I will tell you. 
Ah, you doubt — you doubt? Be it so." But seeing that 
she did not move, he drew toward the tree, and whispered, 
"Bend here your head — I will whisper it." 

Mrs. Conroy, evading his outstretched hand, bent her 
head. He whispered a few words in her ear that were 
inaudible a foot from the tre«. 

"Did you tell this to him — to Gabriel?" she asked, 
fixing her eyes upon him, yet without change in her frigid 
demeanor. 

"No! — I swear to you, Julie, no! I would not have 
told Him anything, but I was wild, crazy. And he was 
a brute, a great bear. He held me fast, here, so! I 
could not move. It was a forced confession. Yes — 
Mother of God — by force ! " 

Luckily for Victor the darkness hid the scorn that mo- 
mentarily flashed in the woman's eyes at this corroboration 
of her husband's strength and the weakness of the man 
before her. 

"And is this all that you have to tell me?" she only 
said. 

"All — I swear to you, Julie — alL" 

"Then listen, Victor Ramirez," she said, swiftly step- 
ping from the tree into the path before him, and facing 
him with a white and rigid face. "Whatever was your 
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purpose in coming here, it has been auccesafal! Ton bar* 
done nil bliat you intended, and mute '. The man whose 
mind you came to poison — the man you wished to turn 
again Ht me — has gone! — baa left me — left me never to 
return! — he never loved me! Your eipoanre of me 7 
to him a godsend, for it gave him an excuse for the inaiilta 
he haa heaped upon me, for the treachery he ha« alwajs 
hidden in his bosom ! " 

Even in the darkness she could see the self-complaeeat 
flash of Victor's teeth, could hear the quick, hurried aotuul 
of his breath as he bent his head toward her, and knew 
that he was eagerly reaching out hie hand for hera. 
would have caught her gesturing hand and covered it with 
kisHfiB, but that, divining hia intention, without flinching 
from her position, she whipped both her hands behind her. 

"Well — you are satisfied! You have had jour say aad 
your way. Now I shall have mine. Do you suppose I 
came here to-night to congratulate youl No; I came here 
to tell you that, insulted, outr^ed, and spurned as I h&ve 
been by my husband, Gabriel Conroy — cast off and de- 
graded as I stand here to-night — I love him! Love him 
as I never loved any man before; love him as I never 
shall love any man again; love him as I hate yout Love 
him ao that I Bhall follow bim wherever he goes, if I have 
to drag myself after him on my knees. His hatred is 
more precious to me than your love. Do you hear mo, 
Victor Ramirez 1 That ia what I came here to tell yoo. 
More than that — listen ! The secret you have whiepeted 
to me just now, whether true or false, I shall take to >iiwi , 
I will help him to find his sister. I will make him love 
me yet, if I sacrifice you, everybody, my own life, to do 
it t Do you hear that, Victor Ramirez, you dog ! — yon 
Spanish mongrel ! — you half-breed. Oh, grit your teeth 
there in the darkness — I know you — grit your teeth ae 
you did to-day when Gabriel held you squirming under his 
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thumb ! It was a fine sight, Victor — worthy of the manly 
Secretary who stole a dying girl's papers! — worthy of the 
valiant soldier who abandoned his garrison to a Yankee 
peddler and his mule! Oh, I know you, sir, and have 
known you from the first day I made you my tool — my 
dupe! Go on, sir, go on — draw your knife, do! I am 
not afraid, coward! I shall not scream, I promise you I 
Come on ! " 

With an insane, articulate gasp of rage and shame, he 
sprang toward her with an uplifted knife. But at the 
same instant she saw a hand reach from the darkness and 
fall swiftly upon his shoulder, saw him turn and with an 
oath struggle furiously in the arms of Devarges, and with- 
out waiting to thank her deliverer, or learn the result of 
his interference, she darted by the struggling pair and fled. 

Possessed only by a single idea, she ran swiftly to her 
home. Here she penciled a few hurried lines, and called 
one of her Chinese servants to her side. 

"Take this. Ah Fe, and give it to Mr. Conroy. You 
will find him at Lawyer Maxwell's, or if not there he will 
tell you where he has gone. But you must find him. If 
he has left town already, you must follow him. Find him 
within an hour and I '11 double that! '' She placed a gold 
piece in his hand. "Go at once." 

However limited might have been Ah Fe's knowledge 
of the English language, there was an eloquence in the 
woman's manner that needed no translation. He nodded 
his head intelligently, said, "Me shabbee you — muchee 
quick," caused the gold piece and the letter to instantly 
vanish up his sleeve, and started from the house in a brisk 
trot. Nor did he allow any incidental diversion to inter- 
fere with the business in hand. The noise of struggling 
in the underbrush on Conroy 's Hill and a cry for help only 
extracted from Ah Fe the response, "You muchee go-to- 
hellee — no f oolee me ! " as he trotted unconcernedly by. 



S96 THE VEIN 

In halt an hour he had reached Lawyer Maxwell's office. 
But the news was not favorable. Gabriel had left an houi 
bofore, they knew not where. Ah Fe hesitated a moment, 
and then run quickly down the hill to where a gang of his 
fellow countrymen were working in a ditch at the roadside. 
Ah Fe paused, and uttered in a high recitative a serieB of 
the most extraordinary ejaculations, utterly unintelligible 
to the few Americans who chanced to be working near. 
But the effect was magical ; in an instant pick and shovel 
were laid aside, and before the astonished miners could 
comprehend it the entire gang of Chinamen had dispersed, 
and in another instant were scattered over the several trails 
leading out of One Horse Gulch, except one. 

That one was luckily taken by Ah Fe. In half an hour 
he came upon the object of his search, settled on a boulder 
by the wayside, smoking his evening pipe. His pick, 
shovel, and pack lay by his side. Ah Fe did not waste 
time in preliminary speech or introduction. He simply 
handed the missive to his master, and instantly turned his 
hack upon him and departed. In another half honr every 
Chinaman was hack in the ditch, working silently as if 
nothing had happened. 

Gabriel laid aside his pipe and held the letter a. moment 
hesitatingly between his finger and thumb. Then opening 
it, he at once recognized the small Italian hand with which 
his wife had kept his accounts and written from his dicta- 
tion, and something like a faint feeling of regret overcame 
him as he gazed at it, without taking the meaning of the 
text. And then, with the hesitation, repetition, and audi- 
ble utterance of an illiterate person, he slowly read the 
following: — 

s wrong. Yoti have left something behind yon — 
a secret that as you value your happiness, you must take 
with you. If you come to Conroy's Hill within the next 
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two hours you shall know it, for I shall not enter that 
house again, and leave here to-night forever. I do not 
ask you to come for the sake of your vr^Se, hut for the sake 
of the woman she once personated. You will come he- 
cause you love Grace, not hecause you care for 

Julie. 

There was hut one fact that Grahriel clearly grasped in 
this letter. That was, that it referred to some news of 
Grace. That was enough. He put away his pipe, rose, 
shouldered his pack and pick, and dellherately retraced his 
steps. When he reached the town, with the shamefaced- 
ness of a man who had just taken leave of it forever, he 
avoided the main thoroughfare, hut did this so clumsily 
and incautiously, after his simple fashion, that two or 
three of the tunnel-men noticed him ascending the hill hy 
an inconvenient and seldom used hy-path. He did not 
stay long, however, for in a short time — some said ten, 
others said fifteen minutes — he was seen again, descending 
rapidly and recklessly, and, crossing the Gulch, disappeared 
in the hushes, at the hase of Bald Mountain. 

With the going down of the sun that night, the tem- 
perature fell also, and the fierce, dry, desert heat that had 
filled the land for the past few days fled away hefore a 
fierce wind which rose with the coldly rising moon, that, 
during the rest of the night, rode calmly over the twisting 
tops of writhing pines on Conroy's Hill, over the rattling 
windows of the town, and over the heaten dust of moun- 
tain roads. But even with the night the wind passed too, 
and the sun arose the next morning upon a hushed and 
silent landscape. It touched, according to its habit, first 
the tall top of the giant pine on Conroy's Hill, and then 
slid softly down its shaft until it reached the ground. 
And there it found Victor Ramirez, with a knife thrust 
through his heart, lying dead ! 
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